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My Lon d, 


IF 1 could have the Vanity to make à Merit of Dedicating 
this Tragedy, I ſhould here take au Opportunity of telling 
Tou, that I am, in Ihis, cudeavouring to make the beſt, and 
only Return I am capable of, for all choſe Marks of exceeding 
Goodneſs and Humanity, which I have ſtill had the Honour to 
meet with from your Lord ſhi ?. But 2 the Matter is quite 
ctherwise, ſince it 15 Highh to my Advantage to ſhelter my 
felf under ſo great a Name; ſince I have done my ſelf ſo much 
Honour byit ; I am lound tc own, with all the Gratitude I am 
capable of, that Your Lordhip's Patronage is a new, aud will 
be a laſting Obligation on me. 

Moft kinds of Poetr/, but especially Tragedies, come into 
the World now, like Children born under ill Stars ; a general 
indifference, or rather Diſ-inclination, attends like a bad In- 
fluence upon em; and after having buſtled thro' ill Hage, and 
a ſhort Life, they ſleep and ave forgotten. The Reliſh of 
Things of this kind is certainly very much alter d from what 
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it was ſome time ſince; and tho I won't presume to censure 
other Peoples Pleaures, and prescribe to the various Taſtes of 
Mankind ; yet I will take the Liberty to ſay, that those who 
ſcorn to be entertain d like their Fore-Fathers, will hardly ſub- 
ſtitute ſo reasonable a Diverſion in the Room of that which 
they have laid aſide. I could wiſh there were not ſo much Reason 
ar there is to attribute this Change of Inclinations, toa Diseſteem 
of Learning it ſelf. Too many People are apt to think, that 
Books are not neceſſary to the finiſhing the Character of a fine 
Gentleman; and are therefore eaſily drawn to disþise what 
they know nothing of. But, my Lord, among all — mor- 
ailying Thoughts, it is ſtill a Pleasure to the Muses, to think 
there are ſome Men of too delicate Underſtandings to give in 
to the Taſtes of a deprav'd Age; Men that have not only the _ 
Power, but the Mill, to protect those Arts which they love, be- 
cause they are Maſters 9 em. | 
It would be very eaſie for me to diſtinguiſh one among those 
few, after the moſt advantageous Manner ; but all Men of 
common Sense have concurr'd in doing it already, and there is 
no needof a Panegyrick. | 3 
Icould be almoſt attempted to ex poſtulate with the reſt of 
the World (for I am ſure there is no Occaſion to make an Apo- 
logyto Your Lordſhip) in Defence of Poetry. Iams far from 
thinking of a good Poet, as the Stoicks didof their Hise- man, 
that he was ſufficrentfor every thing, could be every thing, and 
. excel i1everything,as he pleas di yet ſure Imay beallow'd toſay 
Hat, that Brightneſs, Duickneſs, that Strength and Greatneſs 
of Thinking, which is requir d in any of the nobler Kinds of 
Poetry, would raisea Man to an uncommon Diſtinction in any 
Profeſſion or Buſmeſs, that has a Relation to good Sense and 
Underſtanding. One mordern Inſtance can at leaſt be given, 
where the ſame Genius that ſhone in Poetry, was found equal 
zo the firſt Employments of the State; and where the [ame 
Man, who by his Virtue and Wisdom was highly useful to, and 
inſtrumental in the Safety and Happineſs of his nutaiveCcuatry, 
had been equally ornamental to it in his Wit. 
This is what I could not help ſaying, far the Honour of an 
Art which has been formeriy the Favourite of the greateſt 
Men. Not that it wants 4 Recommendation to Your Lord- 
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ſhip, who have always been a conſtant and generous Protector of 


it. This indeed would be much more properly ſaid to the World, 


and when I have told em what Men have equally adorn'd 


it, and been adorn'd by it, I might not unfitly apply to em, 
what Horace ſaid to = Piſo's ; e 
Ne fortè Pudori 
Sit tibi Muſa Lyræ ſolers & Cantor Apollo. 
For my own inconſiderable Pretenſions to Verse, I ſhall, I 
confe/s, think better even of them, than I have ever yet done, 
if they ſhall afford me the Honour to be always thought, 


My L O R D, 
Jour Lordſhip's moſt Obedient, 


And Devoted Humble Servant, 


N. Rowe. 
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Spoken by Mr. Bettcrſ on. 


8 INC E to your fam'd Fore- Fathers quite contrary; 
You from their Pleasures, astheir Wiidom, wary ; 
Il Lat Ari, what Method, ſhall the Poet find, 

to hit the Tajte of each fantaſtick Mind ? 

Legions of Foys your wand'rms Fancieslead, 

Lilie Summer Firs, which: in the Shambles breed; 

Each Year they fwarm an, aud to the laſt ſucceed. 
Time was, when Fools &y Heliomſhbit were (1:04; 

But now they ſtray; aud in this pomloys Town 

Lach Com coiib has a, elty of is own. | 

Some dreſs, ſome dance, ſome play; motto ſerg et 
Your Piquet Parties, ard your dear Buſſct. 
Some Praise, ſome Rail, ſonmie Fow, and fene minke Faces ; 
Tour Conntry Square: hunt Foxes, jour Court, Places. 

Tre City too fills up the various Scene, 

li here Fccls (ay Wagers, and whereiſise Men wi. 
One rails at Cælia for a late Mischance, 

One grumbies aud cries up the Pow'r of France, 
Tris Man talks Politicks, and that take: Pills; 

One cures his own, aid one the Nation's Ils. 

Now Fidling, and the Charms of Sing- Sn wits ye 
Harmoniou. Peg ag warbling Vaicutin:, ; 
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As to your Drinking but for that we ſpareit, 
Nor with your other wile Delights compare it, | [ 
There's ſomething more than ſound, there's Sense in Claret J 
Mean while neglected Verse, in long Disgrace, 

Amongſt your many Pleasures finds no Place; 

The virtuous Laws of common Senſe forswearing, 

You damn us like packt Furies, without hearing. 

Each puny Whifſter here, is Wit enough, E 
With ſcornful Airs, and ſupercilious Snuff, | 5 
To cry, This Tragedy's ſuch damn'd grave Stuff. f 
But now we hope more equal Fudges come, 

Since Flanders ſends the generous Warriors home : 

You that have fought for Liberty and Laws, | 
I hose Valour the proud Gallick Tyrant awes, | 
Join to aſſert the ſinking Muses Cause, 

Since the ſame Flame, by different Ways expreſs d. 

Glows in the Hero's and the Poet's Breaſt ; 

The ſame great Thoughts that rouse you to the Fight 

Jnspire the Muse, and bid the Poet write, 
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FTE N 12 of the Day being now gone thre) 


Jo teach you Men what you ne or kits 60/00, 


| 

| 
Spoken by Mrs. Olaſiela, who acted | 
Ethelinda, _ 


N 


I quit the Saint, and am like one of ou 
As well to look to, tho not quite fo good; 
T bate mSfirit, but keep my Fleſi and Blood. 
The Moral of this Play being rightly ſcann d. 
Is, He that leaves his nowndear Wife is damn'd. 
I leave to you to makeths Application: | 
The Doctrine, tho a little out of Faſhion, | 
May be of use m this ſame ſmful Nation. | 
What thmk you of the Matter? Which of yo 
Would, for his Spouſe. like my true Turtle do? 
hen Wealth and Beauty both at once importune, 
Who would not leave his Wife, to make his Fortiuues 
To ſome, I know, it may appear but odly, 
That this Place, of all others, ſhould turn godly: 
Fur what of that? Since ſome good Soul: there ave, 
tlould gladly be inſtructed any where; | 
Nor ſhould you [corn the Nealueſ of the Teacher, 
Tine Wieſt Manis not the ableſi Preacher. 
Ev'n we, poor Namen, have ſometimcs the Pow'r, 3 
Read as you are, andvich in Lenruing s Store, | ( 


EPILOGUE, 


To no enthuſiaſtick Rage we ſwell, 
7 Nor foam, nor act Tom Tumbler out of Zeal. 
But tho' we don't e pg Inſpiration, » 
Ter, like the Prophets of a Neighbour Nation, 5 
Our Teaching chiefly lyes in Ad ir ATION. 
Perhaps, indeed, ſuch are your wandring Brains, 
Our Author might have fare his Trag ick Pains : 
yy that you've ſupp d, and are ſet into Drinking, 
_— Some ſweeter Matters will employ your Thinking ; 
With Nymphs Divine, writ on each Glaſs before ye, 
| You'll be but little better for our Story. 
But ſince the parting Hour, tho late, will come, | 


And all of you, at leaſt as I presume, 
May find ſome kind, inſtructive She at home, 
Ihen Curtain Lectures will, I hope, be read, 
Those Morals then, which from your Thoughts were fled, 
Shall be put home to. you, and taught a-bed, — 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ME N. 

Hengiſt, King of Kent, Son to Hengiſt the firſt Saxam u- 
vader of Britain. 

Aribert, his Brother. 

Offa, a Saxon ſkins, 

Seojrid, firſt Miniſter and Favourite to the King, 


Oſwald, Friend to Aribert. 
WOMEN. 
Rodogune, a Saxon Princeſs, Siſter to Ofa, betrothed ta 
the King. en | | 
Etrhelinda, a Britiſh Lady, privately marry'd to Aribert. 
Prieſts, Officers, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 


SCENE # Kent, about Twenty Tears after 
the firſt Invaſion of Britain by the Saxons, 


TH 
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| A 'C 4 8 * 0 
SCENE, a Palace. 
Enter Aribert aud Oſwald. 
Art 


UCH are, my Fricnd, the Joys our 
Loves have known, 
So ſtill to be deſired, ſo ever new, 
Nor by Fruition pall'd, nor chang'd 
A | by abſence. 
Whate'crihe Poets dreamt of their 


— — Ely/:um, 
Or whiatthe Saints be 


| 
| 
| 
lieve of the fhrit Paradiſe, 
When Nature was not yet deo: md by Winter, 
Bur on. perpetual Beauty crow n'd the Year, 
Suck tive we found ein Oul, fill, ſtill the fame. 
O. Such grant, kind Heaven, their Courſe to be for ever! 
But ver, my Prince, forgive your tairhful wald, 
It he belleveg you melt with too much Tenderneſs; 
Your noble Heart forgets its native Greatnels, | 
And tinks in Softaets, when you languiſh thus; 
Tus ſighand murmur but tor lix Days Abſence. 


Ari. 
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Ari. Chide not; but thi ił if e er when thou wert young, 
Thou lov'dſt thy ſelf how thou wert wont to judge 
Of Time, ot Love, of Abſence and Impatience, 
What! fix long Days and never write nor ſend, 
Tho' Adelmar and Kenwald, faithful both, 
Wereleft behind, to bring me Tidings from her ; 
How Ethelinda! how haſt thou forgot me! 
Oſw. Perhaps I err; but it the Pain be ſuch, 
Why is the Fair One, who alone can eaſe it, 
Thus far divided from your longing Arms? 
Twere better ne er to part, than thus to mourn, 
Ari. Oh Ofwald! is there not a fatal Caulc ? 
Thou knowꝰ ſt my Ethelinda | 
Oſw. Is a Chriſtian; ht 
A Name by Saxons, and their Gods abhorr'd. 
To me her differing Faith imports not much; 
Tis true indeed, bred to my Country's Manners, 
I worſhip as my Father's did before me. 
Unpractis'din Diſputes, and wrangling Schools, 
I ſeek no farther Knowledge, and ſo keep 
My Mind at Peace, nor know the Pain ot doubting ; 
What others think I judge not of tao nicely, 
But hold, all honeſt Men are in the right. | 
Ari. Then know yet more; tor my whale Breaſt is thine, 
Ev'n all my ſecret Soul: I ama Chriſtian. 
'Tis wonderful to tell; tor oh, my Oſwald, 
I liſten'd to the Charmer of my Heart. 
Still, as the Night that fled away, I fate, 
I heard her with an Eloquencedivine, 
Reaſon of haly and myſterious Truths ; | 
Of Heav'n's moſt righteous Doom, of Man's Injuſtice; 
Of Laws to curb the Will, and bind the Paſſions; 
Of Lite, of Death, and Immortality; 
Of gnaſhing Fiendsbeneath, and Pains Eternal; 
Of ſtarry Thrones, and endleſs Joys above. 
My very Soul was aw'd, was ſhook within me; 
Methought I heard diſtin&, I ſaw moſt plain, 
Some Angel, in my Erhelinda's Form, 
Fouat out my Way to everlaſting Happineſs, 
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Oſw. Tis wonderful indeed; and yet great Souls, 
By Nature half divine ſoar to the Stars, = 
And hold a near Acquaintance with the Gods. 

And oh, my Prince, when I ſurvey thy Virtue, 

I own the Seal of Heav'n imprinted on thee; 

I ſtand convine'd that and holy Powers 
Inſpire and take Delight to dwell within thee. 

Yet Crowds will ſtill believe, and Prieſts will teach, 
As wandring Fancy, and as Int'reſt leads, 
How will the King and our fierce Saxon Chiefs 
Approve this Bride and Faith? Had Royal Hengiſt 
Thy Father, liv d. 

Ari. Tis on that Rock we periſnß; 
Thou bring'ſt his dreadful Image to my Thoughts, 
And now he ſtands before me, ſtormy, fierce, 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to Death 
Tenacious of his Purpoſe once refolv'd. | 
Juſt ſuck he ſeems, as when ſevere and trowning 
He forc'd the King, my Brother, and my (elf, 
To kneel and {wear at Woder's cruel Altar, 

Firſt, never to forgo our Country's Gods; 

Then made us vow with deepeſt Imprecations, 
If it wereeither's Fortune e er to wed, 

Never to chuſe a Wife among the Chriſtiags. 

Oſw. Have you not fail'din both ? 

Ari. Tis true, I have; | | 

But for a Cauſe fo juſt, ſo worthy of me, = 
That not t have fail'd in both, had been t have fail d. 
Yes, Oſwald, by the conſcious Judge within, 

So dol ſtand acquitted to my felt, 

That were my Erhelinda free from Danger, 

On Peril of my Life I would make known, 

And to the World avow my Love and Faith. 

Oſw. I dare not, nay tis ſure I cannot blame you; 
You are the ſecret Worſnip of my Soul, 

To me ſo perfect that you cannot err. 

But oh! my Prince, let me conjure you now, 

By that moſt faithful Service I've ſtill paid you, 

By Love, and by the gentle Ethelinda, 

Be cautious of your Danger, reſt in Silence. | 
Inholy Matters, Zeal may be your Guide, And 
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And lift you on her flaming Wings to Heav'n ; 
But here on Earth truſt Reaſon, and be fate. 

Ari. Tis true, the preſent angry Face of Thing: 
Beſpeaks our cooleſt Thoughts: The Briti/h King, 
Ambroſins arms, and calls us forth to Battel, 
Demanding back the fruitful Fields of Ren-. 

By Votigern to Royal Hengiſt giv'n; 
A mean Reward for all thoſe Saxon Lives 
Werelolt, in propping Britain's linking State. 
Oſw. The War with Britain is a diſtant Danger, 
Nor to be weigh'd with our domeſtick Fears. 
Young Offa, chief among our Saxon Princes, 
Who at the Kings Entreaty friendly came 
From Northern Jutland, and the Banks of Elbe, 
With twice ten thouſand Warriors to his Aid, 
Frowns on our Court, complains aloud of Wrongs, 
And wears a publick Face of Diſcontent. | 

Ari. Tis {aid he is offended, that the King 
Delays to wed his Siſter, 8 

Oſw. Twas N. 

*Twas made the firſt Condition of their Friendſhip, 
And ſworn with all the Pomp of Prieſts and Altars, 
That beauteous Rodogune ſhou'd be our Queen: 
Then whereforethis Delay? The Time was fix:, 

ne Feaſt was bid, and Mirth proclaim'd to all | 
The Crowd grew jovial with the hopes of Holy-days, 
Andeach, according to our Country's Manner, 
Provok'd his Fellow a friendly Bowl, | 
And bleſs'd the Royal Pair; when on the Morn, 

The very Morn that ſhould have join'd their Hands, 
The King forbad the Rites, 

Ari, Two Days are paſt, | 

Nor has my Brother yet diſclos'd the Cauſe. 

Laſt Nightatparting from him, he ſtopt ſhort, 

Then catch d my Hand, and with a troubled Accent, 
With Words that ſpoke like ſecret Shame and Sorrovr, 
Hetold me he had ſomething to impart, 

And wiſh'd that I would wait him in the Morning. 

Oſw. But ſee Prince Offa and his beauteous Siſter ! 
The King's moſt favour'd Counſellor ,old Seofride, 
Is with 'em too, Ari. 
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- Avi. Retire; I would not meet em. 
That Princeſs, Oſwald, is eſteem'd a Wonder. 
To me ſhe ſeems moſt fair; and yet, methinks, 
Do'ſt thou not mark ? there is I know not what 
Of ſullen and ſevere, of fierce and haughty, 
That pleaſes not but awes ; I gaze aſtoniſh'd, 
And Fear prevents Deſire — So Men tremble, 
When Light'ning ſhootsin glittering Trails along: 
It ſhines, tis true, and glids the gloomy Night; | 
But where it ſtrikes, tis fatal. ¶ Exeunt AribertandOſwald, 
Enter Offa, Rodogune, Seofrid, and Attendants. 
Offa. By Hoden, no! l will not think he meant it; 
Revenge had elſe been ſwift.— So high I hold 
The Honour ot a Soldier and a King, 
I wo'not think your Maſter meant to wrong me. 
Let him beware, however! — jealous Friendſhip, 
And Beauty's tender Fame, can brook no Slights. 
What in a Foe I pardon or deſpiſe, | 
Is deadly trom a Friend, and fo to be repaid. 
Seof. Whatever Fame or ancient Story tells, 
Of Brother's Love or celebrated Friends, 
Whoſe Faith, inPerils oft, and oft in Death, 
Severely had been try'd, and never broke, 
Such is the Truth, and ſuch the gratetul Mind 
Of Royal Hengiſt to the Princely Offa. 
Nor you fair Princeſs frown, if Warsand Troubles, 
[To Rodogune. 
It watchful Councils, and if Cares, which wait 
On Kings, the Nurſing-Father's of their People, 
With-hold a while the Monarch from your Arms. 
Redo. When fierce Ambroſius leads the Britains forth, 
Thundersin Arms, and ſhakes the duſty Field, 
It ſuits thy wary, Maſter's Caution well 
To ſit with dreaming hoary Heads at Council, 
And waſte the Midnight Taper in Debates. 
But let him ſtill be wiſe, conſult his Safety, 
And trouble me no more. Does he {end thee 
With Tales of dull Reſpect and faint Excuſes? 
Tell him he might have ſpar'd the formal Meſſage, 
Til ſome kind friend had told him how L langulſh d, 


How 
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How like a Turtle I bemoan'd his Abſence. 
Seof. Pardon, fair Excellence if falt'ring Age 
Prophanesthe Paſſion I was bid to paint, 
And drops the Tale imperfect from my Tongue. 
But Lovers beſt can plead their Cauſe them ſe ves; 
And ſee, your Slave, the King, my Maſter, comes, 
To move your gentle Heart with faithful Vows, 
And pay his he mble Homage at your Feet. 
Enter the King, Guards, and other Attendants. 

Ring. But that I truſt not to that Babbler, Fame, 
Who, careleſs of the Majeſty of Kings, 
Scatterslewd Lies among the Crowd, and wins 
The eaſie Ideots to believe in Monſters, 
I ſhould have much to charge you with, my Brother: 
I ſtand accus d | 

Offa. How, Sir ? 

King. So ſpeaks Report, 


As wanting to my Honour, and my Friend; 


By you I ſtand accus'd. 

Offa. Now by our Friendſhip, 
If that be yet an Oath, reſolve me, Hexgiſt, 
W hence are theſe Doubtsbetweenus, whence this Coldneſs? 
Say thou, who know'ſt, what ſudden ſecret Thought 
Has ſtept between, anddaſh'd the publick Joy. 


Thou call'ſt me Brother; wheretore wait the Prieſts, 


And ſuffer Hymen's holy Fires to languiſh ? 
What hinders but that now the Rites begin, 


That now weloſe all Thoughts of paſt Diſpleaſure, 


And in the Temple tie the ſacred Knot 

Ot Love and Friendſhip to endure for ever? 
King. What hinders it indeed, but that which makes 

This medly War within? but that which cauſes 

This Sickneſs of the Soul, and weighs her down 

With more than mortal Cares? 

Offa. What ſhall I call 

This ſecret gloomy Grief, that hides its Head, 

And loves to lurk in Shades? Have Royal Minds 

Such Thoughts as ſhun the Day? | 
King. Urge me no farther, 

But, like a Friend, be willing not to know 


What 
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What to reveal would give thy Friend a Pain, 
Be (till the Partner of my Heart, and ſhare 
In Arms and Glory with me; but oh! leave, 
Leave me alone to ſtruggle thro' one Thought, 
One ſecret anxious Pang that jars within me, 
That makes me a& a Madman's Part before thee, 
And talk Contuſion—— it thou art my Friend, 
Thou haſt heard me, and be fatisfy'd-— if not, 
I have too much deicended from my ſelf | 
To make the mean Requeſt — but reſt we here 
To you, fair Princeſs 
Rodo. No!— there ne-ds no more; 
For I vrould ſpare thee the unready Tale. 
Know, faithleſs King, I givethee back thy Vows, 
And bid thee ſin ſecure, be ſafely perjur'd. 
Since if our Gods behold thee with my Eyes, 
Their Thunder ſhall be kept for nobler Vengeance, 
And what they ſcorn, like me they fhall forgive. 
King, When Anger lightens inthe fair One's Eyes, 
Lowly we bow, as to offended Heav'n, 
With blind Obedience, and ſubmiſſive Worſnip; 
Nor with too curious Boldneſs raſhly reaion 
Ot whatis juſt or unjuſt, ſuch high Pow'r 
Is to its ſelf a Rule, and cannot err. 
Yet this may be permitted me to ſpeak, | 
Howe'er the preſent Circumſtance reproach me, 
Yet ſtill my Heart avows your Beauty's Power, 
My Eyes confeſs you Fair 
Rodo. Whate er lam 
Is of my ſelf, by native worth exiſting, 
Secure, and independent of thy Praitc ; 
Nor let it ſeem too proud aBoaſt, if Minds 
By Nature great, are conſcious of their Greatneſs, 
And hold it mein to borrow ought from Flattery. 
King. You are offended, Lady. | 
Kodo. Hengiſt, no. 
Perhaps thou think ſt this generous Indignation, 
That bluſhing burns upon my glowing Check, 
And ſparkles in my Eyes, a Woman's Weakneſs, 
The Malice ot a poor * Maid, 


it 
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Whorails at faithleſs Man Miſtaken Monarch 
For know cen from the firſt, my Soul diſdain d thee z 
Nor am I left by thee, butthouby me. 

So was thy Faſhood to my Willſubſervient, 

And by my Purpoſe bound ; thus Man, tho' limited 


By Fate, may vainly think his Actions free, 


While all he does, was at his Hour of Birth, 
Or by his Gods, or potent Stars ordain'd. 
Offa. No more my Siſter: Let the Gown-Men talk, 


And mark out Right and Wrong in noiſie Courts; 


While the Brave find a nearer way nd uſtice, 
They hold themſelves the Balance and the Sword, 
And ſuffer Wrong from none. Tis much beneath me, 
To ask again the Debt you owe to Honour; | 
So that be fatisty'd we ſtill are Friends, 
And Brothers of the War. But mark me, Hengiſt, 
Iam not us d to wait; and if this Day 
Paſs unregarded as the former two, 
Soon as to Morrow dawns, expect me 
King. Where | 
Offa. Arm'd in the Field. | 
Seof. Beſeech you, Sir, be calm, {To the Xing, 


The valiant Prince 


Offs. Tho' 1 could wiſh it otherwiſe. 


And fince the Honour of the Saxen Name, 


And Empire here in Britain, reſts upon thee, 


Believe me, I would ſtill be found thy Friend. 


| Exeunt Offa, Rodogune, and Attendantr, 
Xing. No, I renounce that Friendſhip; periſh too, 


Periſh that Name and . both for ever; 
th 


What are the Kingdoms of the peopled Earth, 
Whatare their Purple, and their Crowns to me, 
If Tam curſt within, and want that Peace 
Which every Slave enjoys? 

Seof. My Royal Maſter, 
It racks my aged Heart to ſee you thus; 
But oh! what Aid, what Counſel can I bring you, 
When all yon Eaſtern Down, ev'n tothe Sur 
That bellowing beats on Dover's chalky Clif 
With creſted Helmets thick embattel d ſhines; 


With 


7 
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With theſe your Friends, what are you but the greateſt ? 
With theſe your Foes——Oh! let me loſe that Thought, 


And rather think I ſee you Britain's King; 


Ambroſius vanquiſh'd, and the fartheſt Pic7s 
Submitted to your Sway, tho' the ſame Scene 
Diſcover'd to my View the haughty Rodogune 


Plac d on your Throne, and Partner ot your Bed. 


King. What! ſhould I barter Beauty for Ambition, 
For ſake my Heav'nof Love to reign in Hell? 
Take a Domeſtick Fury to my Breaſt, 
And never know one Hour of Peace again? 
Stateſman thou reaſon'ſt ill. By mighty Thor, 
Who wields the Thunder, I will rather chuſe 


To meet their Fury. Let em come together, 


Young Offa and Ambroſius. Tho my Date 
Ot mortal Life be ſort, it ſhall be glorious, 
Each Minute ſhall be rich in ſome great Action, 


Jo ſpeak the King, the Hero, and the Lover. 


Seof. The Hero and the King are glorious Names ; 


But oh! myMaſter, wherefore is the Lover? 
In Honour's Name remember what youare, 


Break from the Bondage of this feeble Paſſion, 
And urge your way toGlory: Leave with Scorn 
Unmanly Pleaſures to unmanly Mods, 

And thro? the rough, the thorny Paths of Danger, 
Aſpire to Virtue, and immortal Greatneſs. 
King. Hence with thy hungry, dull, untimely Morals, 
The fond deluding Sophiſtry of Schools. 

Who would be Great, but to be nappy too? 

And yet ſuch Ideots are we, to exchange 

Our Peace and Pleaſure for the Trifle Glory; 
What is the Monarch, mighty, rich and great? 
What? but the common Victim of the State: 
Born to grow old in Cares, to waſte his Blood, 
And ſtill be wretched for the Publick Good. 

So by the Prieſts the nobleſt of the Kind 


And while the meaner ſort from Death are freed, 


ls to atone the angry Gods deſign'd ; 
The mighty Bull, that wont the Herd to lead, [ 


15Wvom'd for fatal Excellence to bleed. ¶ Exeunt 
| $2 - ACT 


— MT 


— — — — — —_ — — 
— — — — — — — _ — 
— - — — — — 
— — * — - = = - — 
— _ _ — . ** wu 
N —— — — — 
- - - - — — — — — * 
it — — 


5 — = — 
— — — - — — 


— - — — — — — — 
— ” — — — 2 
— — ——— — 
—— 


aac —— — — 
— a 2 


= — - 
= — — 
Ps — 
4 - 
a — 
* TY 


3 "Ne Royal Convert: 


Aer N. 
Euter the King and Seofrid. 


King. N O more of theſe unneceſſary Doubts: 
y Thy cold, thy cautious Age is vainly anxicuy 

Thy Fearsare unauſpicious to my Courage, 
And chill the native Ardour of my Soul. 
This ſullen cloudy Sky that bodes a Storm 
Shall clear, and every Danger fleet away; 
Our Saxons ſhall forget the preſent Diſcord, 
And urge the Britons with united Arms; 
Hymen ſhall be aton d, ſhall join two Hearts 
 Agreeing, kind and fitted for each other, 

And Aribert ſhall be the Pledgeof Peace. 

Seof. Propitious Godof Love, encline his Heart 
To melt before her Eyes, to meet her Wiſhes, 
And yield Submiſſion to the haughty Maid. 
Thou thatdelight'ſtin cruel Wantonneſs. 
To join unequal Necks beneath thy Yoak, 
For once be gentle, and inſpire both Hearts 
With mutualFlames, thateach may burn alike, 
Ott haſt thouruin'd Kingdoms, fave one now : 
And thoſe who curſt thee, parſimonious Age 
And rigid Wiſdom, ſnall raiſe Altars to thee. 

Enter Aribert. 

ing. But ſee he comes, and brings our Wiſhes with him, 
Oh, Aribert! my Soul has long deſir d thee, 
Has waited long for thy Relief, and wanted 
To ſhare the Burthen which ſhe bears with thee, 
And give thee half her Sorrows. i 

Ari. Give me all, ST 
Ev'aallthe Pain you feel, and let my Truth 
Be greatly try d, let there be much to fuffer, 
To prove how much my willing Heart can bear; 
To eaſe my King, my Brother, and my Friend. 

Ring. I know thee ever gentle in thy Nature, 

Yicldingand kind, and tender in thy Friendſhip, 
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And therefore all my Hopes of Peace dwells with thee, 
For oh! my Heart has labour'd long with Pain, 
I have endur d the Rage of ſecret Grief, 
A Malady that burns and rankles inward, 
And wanted ſuch a Hand as thine to heal me. 
Ari. Speak it, nor wound the Softneſs of my Soul 


With thele obſcure Complaining ; ſpeak, my Lord. 


King. Firſt then, this fatal Marriage is my Curse, 
This galling Yoak to which my Neck is doom'd, 
This Bride— ſhe is my Plague ſhe haunts my Dreams, 
Invades the ſofter ſilent Hour of Reſt, a 
And breaks the balmy Slumber. Night grows tedious, 
She ſeems to ag, and hang her fable Wing; 
And yet I dread the Dawning of the Morn, 5 


As it ſome ſcreaming Sprite had ſhriek'd, and call d 


Hengiſt, arise, to Morrow is thy laſt. 
Ari. A thousand ſpeaking Griefs are in your Eyes, 
To tell the Rack . read it plain. 
But oh! my King, vrhat Prophet could have dreamt 
A Turn like this? that Beauty ſhould deſtroy, 5 
And Love, which ſhould have bleſt you, curſe you molt. 
King. Oh! wherefore nam'ſt thou Love? Can there be 
Love, e 
When Choice, the free, the chear ful Vaice of Nature, 
And Reaſon's deareſt priviledge is wanting? 
What cruel Laws impoſe a Bride or Bridegroom, 
On any Brute but Man? Obſerve the Beaſts, | 
And mark the feather d Kind; does not the Turtle, 
When Venus and the coming Spring incite him, 


Chuſe out his Mate himſelf, and love her moſt, 


Becauſe he likes her beſt? But Kings muſt wed, 
Cur ſeon the hard Condition of their Royalty! 
That ſordid Slaves may ſweat and eat in Peace. 


4 58 . 'Tis hard indeed. Would ſhe had never come, 
E | 8 


King. So would I! but now- 
Ari. Ay! now what Remedy? 
When to refuſe the Saxon Offa's Siſter, 


dhall ſhake your Throne, and make the Name of Hengift, 
%% 


_ Grow vileand mean in Britain. pu 
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The famous, the victorious Name of Hengi/?, 


King. Yes, my Brother, + 
There is a Remedy, and only one, 
This proud imperious Fair, whoſe haughty Sou! 
Diſdains the humble Monarchs of the Earth, 
Who ſoars elate, affects totread the Stars, 
And ſcorns to minglebut with thoſe above, 
Ev'n ſhe, with all that Majeſty and Beauty, 
The proudeſt and the faireſt of her Sex, 
Ske hasthe Paſſions of a very Woman, 
And doats on thee, my Ariver:. 
Ari. On me! 
What means my Lord? impoſſible * 
King. Tis true; | | 
As true, as that my Happineſs depends 
Upon her Love to thee. My faithful Seofrid 


| Has pierc d into her very inmoſt Heart, 


And found thee reigning there. 

Ari, Thenall is plain: | 
My ſwellipg Heart — at the Wrong you do me, 
And wo'not be repreſt. Some Fiend from Hell 
Has ſhed his Poiſon in your Royal Breaſt, 
And ſtung you with the gnawing Canker, Jealouſy. 
But whcretore ſhould I ſeek for Fiends trom Hell, 
And trace the Maliceof the Thought from far, 
Since the perfidious Author ſtands confeſt ? 


This Villain has traduc'd me. 


Seof. By the Soul | 
Of your victorious Father, Royal Hengiſt. f 
My ever gracious, ever honour'd Maſter, 
Much have you wrong d your faithful Seofri4, 
To think that I would kindle Wrath betwixt you, 
Or ſtrive to break your holy Bond of Brotherhood, 
King. No, Aribert, accuſe him not, nor doubt 
His oft, hiswell-try'd Faith. But caft thy Eyes 
Back on thy ſelf, and while I hold the Mirror, 
Survey thy ſelf, the certain Cauſe ot Love: 
Survey thy youthful Form, by Nature faſhien d 
The mot unerring Patternao: her Skill; wh 
| The 
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The Pomp of Lovelineſs ſhe ſpreads all o'erthee, 
And decks thee laviſhly with ev'ry Grace, 
That charms in Woman, or commands in Man; 
Behold nor wonder then if Crowns are ſcorn d,. 
And purple Majeſty looks vile before thee. 
Ari. Oh! whither, whither would you lead ? And why 
This Prodigality of ill-tim'd Praiſe ? | | 
Seof. Were you not all my Royal Maſter ſaid, 
Form d to enthral the Hearts of the ſott Sex, 
Yet that ſne loves is plain, from 
Ari. Hence, thou Sycophant ! 
Seof. Your Pardon, Sir; it has not been my Office 
To forge a Tale, or cheat your Ear with Flattery, 
Nor have I other Meaning than your Service ; 
But that the Princeſs loves you is moſt true. 
Emma, the chief, moſt tavour'dof her Women, 
The only Partner of her ſecret Soul, 
To me avow'd her Paſſion; and howe'er 
Her haughty Looks reſent the King's Delay, 
Yet in her Heart with Pleaſure ſhe applauds it. 
And wouldforego, tho'hard to Womankind, 
The Pride, high Place and Dignity of Empire, 
To ſhare an humbler Fate with princely Aribert. 
King. Why doſt thou turn away ? wherefore deform 
The Grace and Swee:neſs of thy ſmiling Youth, 
With that ungentle Frown? Art thou not pleas'd 
To ſee the Tyrant Beauty knee! before thee, 
Diveſted of her Pride, and yield tothee 
Unask'd a Prize, for which, like Grecian Helen, 
TheGreat Ones of the Earth might ſtrive in Arms, 
And Empires well be loſt ? 
Ari. Ace we not Brothers? | 
We are; and Natureform'd us here alike ; 
Save that her partial Hand gave all the Majeſty 
And Greatneſs to my King, and left me rich | 
Only in Plainneſs, Friendſhip, Truth and Tenderneſs. 
Then wonder not our Paſſions are the fame; 
That the ſame Objects cauſe our Love and Hate. 
You ſay. you cannot love this beauteous Stranger; 
Is not my Heart like yours ? 1 
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King, Come near, my Brother ; | 
And while I lean thus fonaly on thy Boſom, 
Iwill diſcloſe my i inmoſt Soul to thee, 
And ſhew theeev'ry ſecret Sorrow there. 
I love, my Aribert; Idoatto Death: 
The raging Flame hastouch'd wy Heart, my Brain, 
And Madneſs will enſue. 
Ari. 'Tis moſt unhappy ! | 
But ſay, what Royal Maid, or Saxon born, 
Or in the Britiſh Court, what taral Beauty 
* rival Rodogune's Imperial Charms ? 
King. Tis all a Tale ot Wonder, tis a Riddle. 
High on a Throne, and Royal as I am, 
I wanta Slave's Conſent to make me happy. 
Nay more, poſſeſs d ot her I love, or Love, 
Or ſome Divinity, more ſtrong than Love, 
Forbids my Bliſs, nor have I yet enjoy d her. 
Tho I have taught my haughty Heart to bow, 
Tho lowly as ſhe is, of Birth obſcure, 
And of a Race unknown, I oft have offer d 
To raiſe her to my Throne, make her my Queen; 
Yet ſtil! her colder Heart denies my Suit. 
And weeping, {till ſhe anſwers, tis in vain. 
Ci. Myſterious all, and dark! Yet ſuch is Love, 
And ſuch the Laws of his fantaſtick Empire. 
The wanton Boy delights to bend the Mighty, 
And ſcoffs at the vain Wiſdom of the Wiſe. | 
King. Here in my Palace, inthis next Apartment, 
Unknown to all but this my faithful Seofrid, 
The Charmer of my Eyes, my Heart'sdear Hope 
Remains, at once my Captive and my Queen, 
Ari. Ha! in your Palace! here! 
King. Ev'nhere, my Brother, 
Butthou, thgu ſhalt behold her, for to thee, 
As to my other ſelf, I truſt. The Cares 
Of Courts, and Tyrant Buſineſs draw me hence; 
But Seofrid ſhall ſlay, and to thy Eyes 
[The King ſigns Seofrid, who g9e: eus, 
_ Diſcloſe the ſecret Treaſure ! Oh! my Aribert, 
Thou wo't not vonder what diſtracts my Peace, 
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When thou behold'ſt thoſe Eyes. Pity thy Brother, 


And from the Beach lend him thy friendly Hand, 
Leſt while conflicting with a Sea of Sorrows, 
The proud Wayes over- bear him, and he periſh, 
Ari. Judge me, juſt Heav'n, and you, my Royal Brother, 


lt my own Life be dear to me as yours. 


that my ſcanty Pow'r can give is yours. 
It Iam circumſcrib'd by Fate, oh! pity me, 
That I can do no more; for oh! my King, 
would be worthy ot a Brother's Name, 
Would keep up all my Int'reſtin your Heart, 
That when I kneel before you (as it loon 
May happen that I ſhall) when tall proſtrate, 
And doubtfully and trembling ask a Boon, 
The greateſt you can give, or can ask, 
I may find Favour in that Day betore you, 


And bleſsa Brother's Love, that bids me live. 


King. Talk not of asking, but command my Pow'r, 
By Thor, the greateſt of our Saxon Gods, 
I iwear, the Day that {ces thee join d toRodogune, 
Shall ſee thee crown'd, and Partner of my Throne. 
Whate'er our Arms ſhall conquer more in Britain, 
Thine be the Pow'r, and mine but half the Name, 
With Joy tothee, my Aribert, I yield 
The Wreaths and Trophies of the duſty Field; 


To thee I leave this nobleſt Ifle to ſway, 


and teach the ſtubborn Britains to (bey; | 
Whilefrom my Cares to Beauty I retreat, 
Drink deep theluſcious Banquet, and forget ( | 


That Crowns are glorious, or that Kings are great. 


- [ Exit King. 
Manet Aribert. 
Ari. Oh tatal Love curſt unauſpicious Flame 

Thy baletul Fires blaze o er us like a Comet, | 

Aud threaten Diſcord, Deſolation, Rage, 

and molt malignant Miſchief. —Lov'd by Rodogune ? 
What I '-—mult I wed Rodogune!——O Miſery! _—— 
Fantaſtick Crueltyof Hoodwink'd Chance 

There is no endot Thought. the Labyrinth winds, 

And I am loſt for ever — Oh where now, 1 
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Where is my Bebelinda now! that dear one, 
That gently us'd to breathe the Sounds of Peace, 
Gently as Dews deſcend, and Slumbers ; 
That us'd to brood o'er my — 
And huſh me to a Calm. 
Enter Seofrid and Ethelinda 
Seof. Thus ſtill to weep, 
Is to accuſe my ny Maſter's Truth. 
He loves you with the beſt, the nobleſt Meaning: 
With Honour 
Ethel. Keep, oh keep him in that Thought, 
And fave me from Pollution. Let me know 
All Miſeries beſide, each kind of Sorrow, 
And prove me with Variety of Pains, | 
Whips, Racks and Flames: For I was born to ſuffer ; 
And when the Meaſure of my Woes is full, | 
That Pow'r in whom I truſt will ſet me free. 
Ari. It cannot be No, tis Illuſion all. [ Seeing her. 
Some mimick Fantom wears the lovely Form, | 
Has learnt the Muſick of her Voice, to mock me, 
To ſtrike me dead with Wonder and with Fear. 
Ethel. And dol ſee thee then! my Lord! my Aribert 
What! once more hold thee in my trembling Arms! 
Here let my Days, and here my Sarrows end. 
I haveenoughof Lite. | 
Seof. Ha! What is this! 5 | 
But mark alittle farther. LA.. 
Ethel. Keep me here, | 
Oh bind me to thy Breaſt, and hold me faſt; 
For if we part once more, twill be for ever. 
It is not to be told what Ruin follows. 
Tis more than Death, tis all that we can fear, 
And we ſhall never, never meet again. 
Ari. Then here, thus folded in each others Arms, 
Here, let us here reſolve to die together; 
Deſie the Malice of our cruel Fate, ES 
And thus preſerve the ſacred Bond inviolable, 
Which Heav'n and Love ordain'd to laſt for ever, 
But tis in vain, tis torn, tis broke already ; 
And envious Hell, with its more potent Malice, 
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Vas ruin d and deform d the beauteous Work ot Heav'n: 
Elſe, wherefore art thou here! Tell me at once, 

And ſtrike me to the Heart But tis too plain: 

[read thy Wrongs l read the horrid Iuceſt— 


Seof: Ha! Inceſt, ſaid he, Inceſt— [ Aſide. 


Ethel. Oh! forbear 
The dreadful impious Sound ; I ſhake with Horror 
To hear it nam'd. Guard me, thou gracious Heav'n, 


Thou that haſt been my ſure Defence till now, 


Guard me from Hell, and that its blackeſt Crime. 


' 


| 


” Blotnot thy Innocence with guiltleſs Blood. 


Ari, Yes, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, ye Saints and Angels, 
She is your Care, you Miniſters of Goodneſs. 
For this bad World is lcagu'd with Hell againſt her, 


And only you can fave her. I my ſelf, [To Ethel, 


Ev'n Iam ſworn thy Foe, I have undone thee, 
My Fondneſs now betrays thee to Deſtruction. 
Ethel. Thcnall is bad indeed. 
Ari. Thou ſceſt it not. | 
My heedleſs Tongue hastalk'd away thy Life: 
And mark the Miniſter ot both our Fates. 5 
[Pointing to Seofrid. 
Mark with what Joy he hugs the dear Diſcovery, 
And thanks my Folly for the tatal Secret : 
Mark how already in his working Brain, | 
He forms the well-concerted Scheme of Miſchief: 


Tris fix d, tis done, and botharedoom'd to Death — 


And yet there isa Pauſe If Graves are ſilent, 
And the Dead wake not to moleſt the Living, 
Be Death thy Portion die, and with thee die 


The Knowledge of our Loves. 


Aribert catches hold of Seofrid with one Hand, with the 


other draws his Sword, and holds it to his Breaſt. 
Seof. What means my Lord : — 25 
Ethel. Oh hold! for Mercy's fake reſtrain thy Hand, 


Holding his Hand. 


What would thy raſh, thy trantick Rage intend? 
Ari. Thy Safety and my own 
Ethel. Truſt 'em to Heav'n. 
 Seof. Has then my hoary Head deſerv d no better, 7 
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To me, and to my Love. Then be it ſo, 
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Than to behold my Royal Maſter's Son 

Lift up his armed Hand againſt my Life? 

Oh Prince, oh wherefore burn your Eyes, and why, 
Why is your ſweeteſt Temper turn'd to Fury ? 

Ari. Oh thou haſt ſeen, and heard, and knowntoo much; 
Haſt pry d into the Secret of my Heart, | 
And tound the certain Means of my undoing. 

Seof. Where is the Merit of my former Lite, 

The try'd Experienceof my faithful Years! 
Are they forgot, and can I be that Villain! 

Ari, Thou wert my Father's old, his faithful Servant, 

Seof. Now by thy Lite, our Empire's other Hope, 
O Royal Youth, I ſwear my Heart bleeds for thee ; 
Nor can this Object of thy fond Deſire, 

This lovely weeping Fair, be dearer to thee, 
Than thou art to thy faithful Seofrid. 

I aw thy Love, I heard thy tender Sorrows, 
With ſomewhat like an anxious Father's Pity, 
With Cares, and with a thouſand Fears for thee, 

Ari. What! is it poſſible ! | 

Seof. Of all the Names 
Religion knows, point the moſt ſacred out, 

And let me ſwear by that. | 

Ari. I would believe thee, 


Forgive the Madneſs of my firſt Deſpair, 


[Letting fall his Sword. 


And if thou haſt Compaſſion, ſhew it now; 


Be now that Friend, be now that Father to me, 
Be now that Guardian Angel which I want, 
Have Pity on wy Youth, and ſave my Love. 

Seof. Firſt then, to ſtay theſe ſudden Guſts of Paſſion 
That hurry you from Reaſon, reſt aſſur'd ; 
The Secret of your Love lives with me only. 


The Dangers are not ſmall that ſeem to threaten you 


Vet, would you truſt you to your old Man's Care, 
durſt be bold to warrant yet your Safety. | 

Ari. Perhaps the ruling Hand of Heav'a is in it: 
And working thus unſeen by ſecond Cauſes, 
Ordains thee tor its Inſtrument of Good, 
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| truſt theewith my Lite; but oh! yet more, 
I truſt thee with a Treaſure that tranſcends 
To infinite Degrees the Lifeof Aribert; 
1 truſt thee with the Partner of my Soul, 
My Wife, the kindeſt, deareſt, and the trueſt, 
That ever worethe Name, | | 

Seof. Now Bleſſings on you—— 
May Peace of Mind and mutual Joys attend 


To crovyn your fair Affections. May the Sorrows, 


That now fit heavy on you, paſs away, 
And a long Train of ſmiling Years ſucceed, 
To pay you for the paſt. 

Ari. It was my Chance, 
On that diſtinguith'd Day when valiant Flavian, 
A Name renown'd among the B 1h Chiefs, 
Fell by the Swords of our victorious Saxons, 
To reſcue this his Daughter from the Violence 
Of the fierce Soldiers Rage. Nor need I tell thee, 
For thou thy ſelt behold'ſt her, that I lov'd her, 
Lov'd her and was belov'd ; our meeting Hearts 
Conſented ſoon, and Marriage made us one. 
Her holy Faith and Chriſtian Croſs, oppos'd 
Againſt the Saxon Gods, join d with the Memory 
Of the dread King my Father's fierce Command, 
Urg'd me to ſeek my Ethelinda's Safety, 
And hide her from the World Juſt to my Wiſh, 
Beneath the friendly Covert of a Wood, 
Cloſe by whoſe Side the ſilver Medway ran, 


TI found a little pleaſant, lonely Cottage, 


A Manſion fit for Innocence and Love, 
Had but a Guard of Angels dwelt around it 
To keep off Violence——But forc'd from thence 
By whom betray'd—— Why I behold her here 
There I am loſt. 8 | 

Ethel. There my ſad Part begins. 
It was the {ſecond Morn ſince thou hadſt left me, 
When through the Wood I took my uſual Way, 
To ſeek the Coolneſs of the well-ſpread Shade 
That overlooks the Flood. On a * Branch, 


Low tending to the Bank, I fate me down, 
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Muſing and ſtill; my Hand ſuſtain d my Head, 
My Eyes were fix d upon the paſſing Stream, 
And all my Thoughts were bent on Heav'n and thee, 
When ſudden through the Woods a bounding Stag 


Ruſh'd headlong down, and plung'd amidſt the River. 


Nor far behind, upon a foaming Horſe, 
There follow d hard a Man ot Royal Port. 
I roſe, and would have 2 the thicker Wood; 
But while I hurry'd on my haſty Flight, 
My heedleſs Feetdeceiv'd me, and | fell. 
Strait leaping from his Horſe, he rais d me up, 
Surpriz d and troubl'd at the ſudden Chance, 
I d he would permit me to retire; 
But he, with furious, —— guns 
His Eyes and glowing Vi ing Flame, 
— "twas tnpoſſible ; he never would, 
He could not leave me; with ten thouſand Ravings, 
The Dictates of his looſer Rage. At length 
He ſeiz'd my trembling Hand: I ſhriek'd, and call'd 
To Heav'n for Aid, when in a luckleſs Hour, 
Your faithful Servants, Adelmar and Kenwald, 
Came up, and loſt their Lives in = Defence. 
Ari. Where will the Horror of thy Tale have End? 
Ethel. The furious King (for ſuch I found he was) 
By three Attendants join'd, bore me away, 
Reſiſtleſs, dying, ſenſeleſs with my Fears. 
Since then, a wretched Captive, I deplore 
Our common Woes; for mine, I know, arethine: 
Ari. Witneſs the Sorrows of the preſcnt Hour, 
The Fears that rend ev'nnow my lab ring Heart, 
For thee, and for my ſelf. And yet, alas! 
What are the preſent Ills, compar d to thoſe 
That yet remain behind, for both to ſuffer? 
Think where thy helpleſs Innocence is lodg d: 
The Rage of lawleſs Pow'r, and burning Luſt, 
Are bent on thee ; tis Hell's i t Cue, 
And all its blackeſt Fiends are arm d againſt thee. 
Ethel. Tis terrible! my Fears are mighty on me; 
And all the Coward Woman trembles in me. 
But oh! when Hope and never failing Faith 
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Revive my fainting Soul, and lift my Thoughts 
Upto yon azure Sky, and burning Lights above, 


Methinks I read my Safety written there; 


Methinks I ſee the Warlike Hoſt of Heav'n 

Radiant inglittering Arms, and beamy Gold, 

The great Angelick Pow rs go forth by Bands, 

To ſuecour Truth and Innocence below. 

Hell trembles at the Sight, and hides its Head 

In utmoſt Darkneſs, while on Earth each Heart, 

Like mine, is fill'd with Peace and Joy unutterable. 
Seof. Whatever Gods there be, their Care you are. 

Norlet your gentle Breaſt harbour one Thought 

Ot Outrage trom the King : His Noble Nature, 

Tho warm, tho fierce, and prone to ſudden Paſſions, 

Isjuſt and gentle, when the torrent Rage 

Ebbs out, and cooler Reaſon comesagain. 

Should he (which all ye holy Pow'rs avert) 

Urg'd by his Love, ruſh on to impious Force, 

If that ſhould happen, in that laſt Extream, 


Oa feril ot my Life I will aſſiſt you, 


' 


While chou art preſent my fad Heart ſeems lighter ; 


And you ſhall find your Safety in your Flight. 


Ari. Oh guard her Innocence, let all thy Care 
Be watchful, to preſerve her from Diſhonour. 
Seof. Reſt on my Diligence and Caution fate. 


Eer twice the Ruler of the Day return, 


To gild the chalky Cliffs on Britain s Shoar, 
Some tavourable Moment ſhall be found, 


To movethe King, your Royal Brother's Heart, 


With the fad tender Story of your Loves. 
Till then be chear'd, and hide your inward Sorrows 
With well-diflembled neceſſary Smiles; 


Let the King read Compliance in your Looks, 


A freeand ready yielding to his Wiſhes. 
Atpreſent, to prevent his Doubts, twere fit 
That you ſhould take a baſty Leave, and part. 
Ethel. What! muſt we part? 
Secf. But for a few ſhort Hours, 
That you may meetin Joy, and part no more. 
Ari, Oh fatal Sound! oh Grief unknown till now ! 


I gaze, 
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I gaze, and gather Comfort from thy Beauty ; 
Thy gentle Eyes ſend forth a quick ning Spirit, 
And feed the dying Lamp of Life within me; 
Rut oh! when thou art gone, and my fond Eyes 
Shall ſeek thee all around, but ſeek in vain, 
What Pow'r, what Angel ſhall ſupply thy Place, 
Shall help me to ſupport my Sorrows then, 
And fave my Soul from Death? 

Ethel, My Lite! my Lord! 
What would my Heart ſay to thee but no more — 


Oh lift thy Eyes up to that Holy Pow'r, 


Whoſe wondrous Truths, and Majeſty Divine, 

Thy Ethelinda taught thee firſt to Know; | 
There fix thy Faith, and triumph o'er the Word- 
For who can help, or who can fave beſides? 

Does not the Deep grow calm, and therude North 

Be huſh'd at his Command? thro' all his Works, 
Does not his Servant Nature hear his Voice? 

Hear and Obey ? Then what is impious Man 

That we ſhould fear him, when Heay'n owns our Cauſe ? 
That Heav'n ſhall make my Aribert its Care, 

Shall to thy Groans and Sighings lendan Ear, 

And fave thee in the moment of Deſpair. 


Ari. Oh! thou haſt touch'd me with the ſacred Theme, 


And my cold Heart is kindled at thy Flame; 
An active Hope grows buſie in my Breaft, 
And ſomething tells me we ſhailboth be bleſt. 
Likethine, my Eyesthe Starry Thrones purſue, 


And Heav'ndiſclos'd ſtands open to my View; 


And ſee the Guardian Angels of the Good, 


- Reclining ſoft on many a Golden Cloud, 


To Earth they ſeem their gentle Heads to bow. 

And pity what we ſuffer here below ; 

But oh! to thee, thee moſt they ſeem to turn, 

Joy in thy Joys, and for thy Sorrows mourn: 
Thee, oh my Love, their common Care they make 


Mie to their kind Protection too they take, 


And fave me for my Ethelinda's ſake. 


¶Exeunt Seofrid and Ethelinda at one Dvor, 


Aribert at the other. Ny 
ACT 
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Seof. W HAT is the boaſted Majeſty of Kings, 


Their Godlike Grearnels, it their Fate depend: 


Upon that meaneft of their Pailions, Love? 
The Pie their warlike Fathers toil'd to raiſe, 
To raiſe a Monument of deathleſs Fame, 
A Woman's Hand o'er-turns. The Cedar thus, 
That litted his aſpiring Head to Heav'n, 
Secure, and fearleſs of the founding Axe, | 
Is made the Prey of Worms; his Root deſtroy'd, 
He {inks at once to Earth, the mighty Ruin, 
And Triumph of a wretched Inſect's Pow'r. 
Is there a Remedy in human Wiſdom, 
My Mind has left unſought, to help this Evil? 
1 would preſerve em both, the Royal Brothers ; 
But if their Fates ordain that one mult fall, 
Then let my Maſter ſtand. This Chriftian Woman — .. 
Ay, there the Miſchief comes What are our Gods, 
That they permit her to defie their Pow'r ? 
But that's not much, let their Prieſts look to that. 
Were ſhe but well remov'd —Butthenthe King 
Why, Abſence, Buſineſs, or another Face, 
A thouſand Things may cure him would 'tweredone, 
And my Head ſafe That! let me look to that 
But ſee the Husband comes! ha! — not il] choughr, 
It ſhall be try d atleaſt, _— | 
Enter Aribert. 

Ari. Still to this Place . 
My Heart inclines, ſtill hither turn my Eyes, 
Hither my Feet unbidden fi d their way. 
Like a fond Mother from her dying Babe | 
Forc'd by officious Friends, and Servants Care, 
Ilinger at the Door, and wiſh to know, 
Vet dread to hear the Fate of what I Love. 
Oh Seofrid! do ſt thou not wonder much, 
Sud pity my weak Temper, 3 thou ſeeſt me 


Thus 
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Thus in a Moment chang'd from Hot to Cold, 
My active Fancy glowing now with Hopes, 
Anon thus drooping ; Death in my pale Viſage, 
My Heart, and my chill Veins, all treezing with Deſpair ? 
Seof. I bear an equal Portion ot your Sorrow- s: 
Your Fears tooall are mine. Andoh! my Prince, 
I would partake your Hopes; but my cold Age, 
Still apt to doubt the worſt —— 
Ari. Whatdo'ſt thou doubt? 
Seof. Nay! nothing worſe than what we both have tear'd, 
11 Ari. How ! nothing ſpeak thy Fear. 
1 Seof. Why nothing new, 
1 The King — that's all. 
0 Ari. The King! Oh that's too much! 
Wh || And yet yet there is more, I read it plain 
j In thy dark ſullen Viſage-— like a Storm 
* That gathers black upon the frowning Sky, 
5 And grumbles in the Wind But let it come, 


it Let the whole Tempeſt burft upon my Head, 

. Let the fierce Lightning blaſt, the Thunder rive me; 
1 For oh tis ſure the Fear of what may come, 

188 Does far tranſcend the Pain. | 

ll| Seof. You fear too ſoon, | 

* 8 And Fancy drives you much too fiercely on. 

Wl} | I do not ſay that what may happen, will: 

Wil i - Chance often mocks what witely we foreſce. 


lt Befidesthe ruling Gods are over all, 
a An oi der as they pleaſe their World below. 
Mi The King, tis true, is Noble but Impetuous } 
Wl: !! And Love, or call it by the courſer Name, 
| Luſt, 1s, of all the Frailties of our Nature, 
| What moſt weought to fear; the headſtrong Beaft 
1 Ruſhes along, impatient for the Courſe, 

| | Nor hears the Rider's Call, nor feels the Rein. 

| | Ari. What would'ſt thou have me think? 
| Seof. Think of the worſt, | 
| Your better tortune will arrive more welcome, 
0 To {peak then with that Opennets of Heart : 
Wt | That ſhould deſerve your Trutt, I have my Fears. | 
What if, at ſome dead Hour ot Night, the King 
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' Yatenda Viſitto your weeping Princeſs? 
Ari. Ha 
Feof. He may go, tis true, with a fair Purpoſe, | 
Suppoſe her funk into a downy Stumber, | | 
Her beating Heart juſt tir d, and gone to Reſt: | 
 Methinks1 fee her on her Couch repos d, þ 
The lovely, helpleſs, ſweet, unguarded Innocence; | 
With gentle Heavings rite her {ſnowy Breaſts, bl 
Soft ſteals the balm y Breath, the roſie Hew 
Gloves on her Cheek, a deep Vermilion dyes ij 
Her dewy Lip, while Peace and ſmiling Joy | 1 
Sit huſh'd and ſilent on the ſleeping Fair. | 
Then think what Thoughts invade the gazing King; 
Catch'd with the ſudden Flame, at once he burns, 
Alt once he flies reſiſtleſs on his Prey, 
Waking ſhe ſtarts diſtracted with the Fright, 
To Aribert s iov'd Name in vain ſhe flies; 
Shrieking ſhe calls her abſent Lord in vain. 
The King poſſeſt of all his furious Wil 
Ari, Firſt fink the Tyrant Raviſner to Hell. 
Seize him, ye Fiends— firſt periſh thou and I, 
Let us not live to hear of ſo much Horror. 
The curſed Deed will turn me ſavage wild, 
B'ot ev'ry Thought of Nature from my Soul. 
A Brother !-—-I will ruſh and tear his Breaſt, 
Be drunk with guſhing Blood, and glut my Vengeauc2 
With his inceſtuous Heart. 
Seof. It is but juſt = 
You ſhould be mov'd, for ſure the Thought is dreadful, 
Zut keep this ſwelling Indignation down, 
And let your cooler Reafon now prevail, | 
That may perhaps find out ſome means of Safety. 
Ari. Taik'ſt thou of Safety we may talk of Heav'n, 
May gaze with Rapture on yon itarry Regions; 
But who ſhall lend us Wingsto reach their height? 
Impoſlible! 
Sei f. There is a Way yet left, 
And only one. 
| Ari. Ha! ſpeak- 
2d Seof, Her ſudden Flight. 
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Ari. Oh! by what friendly Means? Be ſwift to anſwer, | 

Nor waſte the precious Minutes with Delay. — 
Seof. The King, now abſent from the Palace, ſeems 

To yield a fair Occaſion for your Wiſhes; | 


A private Poſtern opens to my Gardens, 


Thro' which the beauteous Captive might remove 
Till Night, and a Diſguiſe ſhall farther aid her, 
To fly with Safety to the Britons Camp. 
Tis true, one Danger I might well object 
Ari. Oh! do not, do not blaſt the ſpringing Hopes 
Which thy kind Hand has planted in my Soul. 
If therebe Danger, turn it all on me. | 
Let my devoted Head 
Seof. Nay ! 'tis not much, 
"Tis but my Life; and I would gladly give it, 
To buy your Peace of Mind. 
Ari. Alas! what mean' ſt thou? : 
Seof. Does it not follow plain? ſhallnot the King 
Turn all his Rage upon this hoary Head ? | 
Shall not all Artsof Cruelty betry'd, 
To find out Torturesequal to my Falſhood ? 
Imagine you behold me boundand ſcourg'd, 
My aged Muſcles harrow'd up with Whips, 
Or hear me groaning on the rending Rack, 
Groaning and ſcreaming with the ſharpeſt Senſe 
Of piercing Pain; or ſee me gaſh'd with Knives, 
And ſear'd with burning Steel, till the ſcorch'd Marrow 
Fries in the Bones, the ſhrinking Sinews ſtart, 
A ſmeary Foam works oer my grinding Jaws, 
And utmoſt Anguiſh ſhakes my lab'ring Frame : 
For thus it muſt be. | 
Ari. Oh! my Friend! my Father! 


It muſt not be, it never can, it ſha'not, 


Wouldſt thou be kind, and fave my Ethelinda, 

Leave me to anſwer all my Brother's Fury. 

The Crime, the Falſhood, ſhall be all my own. | 
Seof. Juſt to my Wiſh. [ Aſide, 
Ari. Thou ſhalt accuſe me to him. 5 

Thou know'ſt his own Admittance gave me Entrance: 

S wear that I ſtole her, that I forc d her from thee; 1 

N rame, 


12 


And plead your Cauſe with Nature in his Heart; 


TN vill coſt you but a little courtly Flattery, 
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Frame, with thy utmoſt Skill, ſome artful Tale, 
And I'ilavow it all. al 
Seof. Then have youthought 
Upon the Danger, Sir? 
Ari. Oh, there is none, 
Canbeno Danger while my Love is ſafe. 
Seo. Methinłs indeed it leſſens to my View, 
When the firſt Violence of Rage is over, 
The Fondneſs of a Brother wil return, 


You will, you mult be ſate; and yet tis hard, 

And grieves me much ſhould accuſe you to him. 
Ari. Tis that muſt cover the Detign, But fly, 

Loſe not a Minute'stime. | 

Haſte toremove her from this curſed Place; 

My taithful Oſwald ſhall at Night attend thee, 

And help to guard her to the Brith Camp; 

Thou know'lt that is not far. TOS: 
Seof. Too near | know it. | 8 | [ 4/ide 
Ari. She has a Brother there, the noble Lucius, 

A gallant youth, and dear to brave Ambroſzns 3 

Ta his kind Care reſign thy beauteous Charge. ; 
Seof. This inſtant I obey you. Going. 

Ari. Half my Fears 

Are over NOW —— . 

Seof. One thing I had forgot. 
It will import as much, that you ſhauld ſeem 
Inclin'd to meet the Love of haughty Rodogune: 


A kind reſpectful Look, join d with a Sigh, | 
And few {oft tender Words, that mean juſt nothing, 
Yet win moſt Womens Hearts. But ſee ſhe comes, 
Conſtrain your Temper, Sir, be falſe, and meet her 
With her ownSex's Arts; purſue your Task, | 
And doubt not all {all proſper to yor Wiſh. ¶ Exit Seofrid. 
Aribert ſalus. ä e 
Ari, She comes indeed! Now where ſhalll begin, | 
ov ſhall I teach my Tongue to frame a Language 1 
Sc different from my Heart? Oh Echelinda'! þ 
My Heart was made to fit and pair with thine, | | 
| + Simple 1 
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Simple and plain, and fraught with artleſs Tenderneſs; 
Form'dto receive one Love, and only one, 1 
But pleas'dand proud, and dearly fond of that, | 
It knows not what there can be in Variety, | 


And would not it it could. 
Enter Rodogune. 
Roo. Why do! ſtay, 
Why inger thus within this hated Place, | 
Where ev'ry Obzeet ſhocks my loathing Eyes, 0 
And calls my injur'd Glory to Remembrance? 
The King! the Wretch; but wherefore did I name hum! 
Find out, my Soul, in thy rich Store of Thouglit, 
Somewhat more Great, more Worthy ot thy felt, 
Or let the numick Fancy ſhew its Art, 
And paint ſome pleaſing Image to delight me. 
Let Beauty mix with Majeſty and Youth, 
Let manly Grace be temper d well with Softneſs, 
Jet Love, the God himicit, adorn the Work, 
And J will call the charming Fantom, Axibere. 
Oh YVerus—— whither — whither would I wander ? 
Be huſht, my Tongue—ye Gods tis he himſelf. — 
[Seeing Aribert, 
Ari. When, faireſt Princeſs, you avoid our Court, 
And lonely thus from the full Pomp retire, 
Love and the Graces follow to your Solitude; 
They croud to form the ſhining Circle round you, 
And all the Train ſeems yours; while Purple Majeſty, 
And ali thoſe outward Shews which we call Greatucts, 
Languiſh and droop, ſcem empty and forſaken, 
And draw the wondering Gazer's Eyes no more. 
Redo. The Courtier's Art is mainly known iu Brita”, 
Jt yours preſent their Service, and their Vows, 
At eny Shrine but where their Maſter kncels. 
You know your Brother pays not his to me, 
Nor vrould I that he ſhould. 
Ari. The Hearts of Kings | „ 
e plac'd, tis true, beyond their Subjects ſearch, 
Yer might] judge by ] ove' or Reaſon's Rules, 
Where ha ny Brother fin on Eartha Beau! v, 
Ike what IL now beheld? 5 
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Rodo, That you can flatter, 

Is common to your Sex; you ſay indeed, 

We Women love it and perhaps we do. 

Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us, 

And yet, as if the Fraud were pleaſing to us, 

And our undoing Joy — {till you go on, 

And ſtill we hear you But, to change the Theam, 

Ill find a fitter tor you than my Beauty. 
Ari. Then let it be the Love of Royal Hengiſt. 
Rodo. The King, your Brother, could not chuſe an Ad- 

vocate, 


Whom I wouid ſooner hear onany Subject, 


Bating that only one, his Love, than you; 
Tho' you perhaps (tor ſome have wondrous Arts) 
Could ſoften the harſh Sound. The String that jars, 
When rudely touch'd ungrateful to the Senſe, 
With Pleaſure feels the Maſter's flying Fingers, 
Swells into Harmony, and charms the Hearers. 
Ari, Then hear me tpeak of Love. 
Rodo. But not of his. 
Ari. *Tis true, I ſhould not gracethe Story much, 
Rude and unskilful in the moving Paſſion, 
I ſhould not paint its Flames with equal Warmth ; 
Strength, Lite, and glowing Colours would be wanting, 
And languid Nature ſpeak the Work impertect. | 
Rodo. Then happ'ly yet your Breaſt remains untouch'd; 


Tho that ſeems ſtrange: You've ſcen the Gpurt of Britain 


There, as I oft have heard, imperial Beau 
Reigns in its native Throne, like Light in Heav'n; 
While all the Fair ones of our neighb'ring World, 
With ſecond Luſtre meanly ſeem to ſhine, 
The faint Reflections of the Glory there. | 

Ari. If &er my Heart incline to Thoughts of Love, 
Merh'nksl ſhould not (tho perhaps I err) 
Expect to meet the gentle Paſſion join'd 
With pomp and Greatneſs: Courts may boaſt of Beauty, 
But Love is ſe!dom found to dwell amongſt em. 

Rodo. Then Courts are wretched. | 

Ari. So they ſeem to love. | 
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From Pride, from Wealth, from Buſineſs, and from Pow'r, | 
Loathing he flies, and ſeeks the peaceful Village; 

He ſeeks the Cottage in the tufted Grove, | 
The ruſlet Fallows, and the verdant Lawns, | 

The clear cool Brook, and the deep woody Glade, 
Bright Winter Fires, and Summer Ev'nings Suns: 
Tneſe he prefers to gilded Roots and Crowns; 1 
Here he delights to pair the conſtant Swain, b 
With the tweet, unaflected, yielding Maid; | 
Here is his Empire, here his Choice to reign, | 

Here, where he dwells with Innocence and Truth, | 

Rodo. To Minds, which know no better, thele are Jos; 

But Princes, ſure, are born with nobler Thoughts, 
Love, is in them a Fame that mounts to Heav'n, 
And ſeeks its Source Divine, and Kindred Stars, 
That ur ges onthe Mortal Man to dare, 

Kindles the vaſt Deſires of Glory in him, 
And makes Ambition's ſacred Fires burn bright. 


Nor you, howe'er your Tongue diſguiſe your Hearty 


Have meaner Hopes than theſe. 


Ari. Mine have been till | 
Match'd with my Birth; a younger Brothers Hopes. | 
Rodo. Nay more; Methinks | read your future Great- 
And, like ſome Bard inſpir'd, I could foretel [ nels; 
What wondrous things our Gods reſerve for you. | 
Perhaps, ev'n now, your better Stars are Join'd 
Auſpicious Love and Fortune now conſpire 
At once to crown you, and beſtow that Greatneſs, 
W hich partial Nature at your Birth deny'd. 
Euter the King, Guards and other Attendants, 
Ning. She mult, ſhe ſtiallbe found, tho? the be ſunk 
Deepto the Centre, tho' Eternal Night 
Spread wide her fable Wing, to ſhade her Beauties, 
And i}. ut me from her Sight. But ſay, thou Traitor; 
Thou that haſt made the Name of Friendſhip vile, 
And broke the Bonds of Duty and of Nature, 
W here baſt thou hid thy Theft? So young, fo falſe. 
Eve I not becua Father tothy Youth, 
Aud loyd thee with a more than Brother's Love? 
Arg am 1thus repaid?— But bring her fer ch, 


Or 
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Or by our Gods thou dy'ſt. 
Rodo. What means this Rage. [ Aſide. 
Ari. Then bricfly thus: Youare my King and Brother, 
The Names which moſt I reverence on Earth, 
And fear offending molt. Vet to defend 
My Honour and my Love from Violation, 
Oer ev'ry Bar reſiſtleſs will I ruſh, 
And, in deſpight of proud Tyrannick Power, 
Se ze and aſlett my Right. 
King. What, thine! thy Right! 
Riddles and Tales. 
Ari. Mine by the deareſt Tie, 
By holy Marriage mine, ſhe is my Wife. 
Rodo, Racks, Tortures, Madaels, ſeize me! Oh Con- 
tution! [ ſage. 
Ari. 1 ice thy Heart ſwells, and thy flaming Viſage 
Reddens with Rageat thisunwelcome Truth: 
But ſince I know my Ethelinda ſate, 
have but little Care tor what may happen. ; 
To Morrow may be Heav'n's-—-or yours to take, 
If this Nay be my laſt, why tarewel Lite; 
I hold it wellbeſtow'd for her I love. | 
Rado. May Sorrow, Shame and Sickneſs overtake her, 
And all her Beauties, like my Hopes, be blaſted. [ Aſide. 
King. So brave! But I ſhall find the Means to tame you, 
To make thee curſe thy Folly, curſe thy Love, 
And to the dreadful Gods, whoreign beneath, 
Devote thy fatal Bride. She isa Chriſtia; 
Remember that, tond Boy, and then remember | 
That ſacred Vow, which, perjur'd as thou art, 
Proftrate at Zſoder's Altar, and invoking 
With folernn Renick Rites, our Country's Gods, 
Thou mad ſt in Preſence of our Royal Father. 
Ari. Ves, I remember well the impious Oath, 
hardly extorted from my trembling Youth ; 
hen burning with milguided Zeal, the King 
Compeli'd my Knee tobend before his Gods, 
Aud torc'd us both to {wear to what we knew not. 
King. Now by the Honours of the Saxon Race, 
HLlong and venerable Line of Heroes, 
| Iren 
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I ſwear thou art abandon'd, loſt, to Honour, 

And fall'n from ev'ry great and Godlike Thought. 

Some whining Coward Prieſt has wrought upon thee, 
And drawn thee from our brave Foretathers Faith, 

Falſe to our Gods, as to thy King and Brother. 

Ari. Tis much beneath my Courage and my Truth, 
To borrow any mean Diſguiſe from Falſhood. 
No!—'tis my Glory that the Chriſtian Light 
Has dawn'd, like Day, upon my darker Mind, 

And taught my Soul the nobleſt ute ot Reaſon; 
Taught her to ſoar aloft, to ſearch, to know -, 
The vaſt eternal Fountain of her Being ; 

Then, warm with Indignation, to deſpiſe 

The Things you call our Country's Gods to ſcorn 
And trample on their ignominious Altars. 

King. Tis well, Sir, impious Boy !— Ye Saxon Gods; 
And thou, oh Royal Hengiſt, whoſe dread Will 5 
And injur'd Majeſty I now aſſert, 

Hear, and be preſent to my Juſtice, hear me, 
While thus I vow to your offended Deities 
This Traitor's Life; hedics, nor ought on Earth 
Saves his devoted Head, Oneto the Prieſts; 
| [Tothe Attendants, 
Bid em be ſwift, and dreſs their bloody Altars 
With ev'ry Circumſtance of Tragick Pomp; 
To Day a Royal Victim bleeds upon em. 
Rich ſhall the Smoak and ſteaming Gore aſcend, 
To glut the Vengeance of our angry Gods. 

Rodo. At once ten thouſand racking Paſſions tear me, 
And my Heart heaves as it would burſt my Boſom. 
Ohcan I, can I hear him doom'd to Death, 

Nor ſtir, nor breathe one ſingle Sound to ſave him ? 

It wo'notbe—— and my fierce haughty Soul, 

Whate'er ſhe ſuffers, ſtill diſlains to bend, 

To ſue to the curſt, hated Tyrant King. 

Oh Love! Oh Glory! — Would'ſt thoudie thus tamely ? 


Is Life ſo ſmall a thing. ſo mean a Boon, 
As is not worth the asking: Thou art ſilent; 


Writ 
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To Aribert. 
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| Wilt thou not plead for Life? Intreat the Tyrant, | 
And weaken Nature in his Iron Heart. 
Ai. Lite has ſo little in it good or pleaſing, | | 
That tince it leems not worth a Brother's Care, 
Ts hardly worth my asking. | 
King. Seizehim, Guards, 3 
And bear him to his Fate. [Guards ſeize Aribert. | 
Rodo. Yet, Hengiſt, know, | | | 


Ilt thou ſhalt dare to touch his precious Life, 
Eno that the Gods and Rodogune prepare | 
he ſharpeſt Scourges of vindictive War. | | 1 

Fly where thou wilt, the Sword ſhall ſtill purſue | 
With Vengeance to a Brother's Murther due. 
Driven out trom Man, and mark'd tor publick Scorn, \ 
Thy raviſh'd Scepter vainly ſhalt thou mourn. f 
s And vrhen at length thy wretched Life ſhall ceaſe, 
| hen in the filent Grave thou hop'lt for Peace: 
Think not the Grave ſhall hide thy hated Head! 
Still, ſtill T will purſue that fleeting Shade; 
I curs'dthee living, and will plague thee dead. 
N Exit Rodogune. | 
King. On to the Temple with him: Let her rave, | 
„And propheſie ten thouſand thouſand Horrors; 
I could join with her now, and bid 'em come; 
They fit the preſent Fury ot my Soul. 
The Stings of Love and Rage are fix'd within, 
And drive me on to Madneſs. Earthquakes, Whirlwinds, I 
A general Wreck of Nature now would pleaſe me. 1 
Fer oh! not all the driving wintry War, | 1 
hen the Storm groans and beliows from atar, | 
When thro'the Gloom theglancing — fly, 
Heavy theratling Thunders roll on high, 
Ard Seas and Earth mix with the dusky Sky; 
Not all thoſe war ring Elements we fear, 
Arc equal to the inborn Tempeſt here; h 
Fierce as the Thoughts which mortal Man controul. | 
7 When Love and Rage contend, and tear the lab'ring Soul. | | 
i | | Exenunt. i 
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A-C'T- IY, 


The SCENE isa Temple adorn'd according to the Super. | 


ſtition of the Antient Saxons ; in the Middle are placd 


their three principal Idols, Thor, Woden, and Freya. 


Muſick is heard at a Diſtance, as of the Prieſts preparing | 


for the Sacrifice. Then 


Enter Aribert. 


Ari. A LL Night the bloody Prieſts, a dreadful Band, 
Have watch d intent upon their horrid Rites, 


With many a dire and execrable Pray'r, 

Calling the Fiends beneath the ſullen Demons 
That dwell in Darkneſs deep, and Foe to Man, 
Delight in reeking Streams of human Gore. 
Now huddled on a Heap, they murmur d hoar ſe, 


And hiſſing whiſper'd round their myſtick Charms; 


And now, as it by ſudden Madneſs ſtruck, 


With Screamings ſprill they ſhook the vaulted Roof, 


And vex'd the ſtil}, the ſilent, ſolemn Midnight. 
Such ſure in everlaſting Flames below, 

Such are the Groans ot poor lamenting Ghoſts, 
And ſuch the Howlings of the laſt Deſpair. 
Anon to Sounds of Woe, and magick Strings, 
They danc'd in wild fantaſtick Meaſures round; 


Then at once they bent their ghaſtly Viſages 


On me, and yelling, thrice they cry'd out, Aribert! 
J have endur'd their Horrors —— And at length 
See! the Night wears away, and chearful Morn, 
All ſweet and freſh, ſpreads from the roſie Ealt ; 
Fair Nature ſeems reviv d, ana ev'n my Heart 

Sits light and jocund at the Day's Return, 

And fearleſs waits an End of all its Sufferings, 


Enter one of the Guards, he delivers a Letter to Aribert. 


Guar. From Oſwald this, on Peril ot my Lite 
Imvrepgag'd to render to your Hands, 


o 
. 


1 Exit. 
Hi 


] 
\ 
\ 
; 


lac d 


But it at Morning's Dawn, ſweet Sleep falls on him, 
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Ari. reads. ] Scotrid has been juſt to his Word ; he has de- 
liver'd the fairEthelinda tomy Charge : we have happily 
paſt all the Guards, and hope in two Hours to reach the 
Briton's Camp. 

From your faithful Oſwald. 
Then thou halt nothing left on Earth, my Soul, 
Worthy thy tarther Care. Why do I ſtay, 
Why linger then, and want my Heav'n ſo long? 
Tolive is to continue to be wretched, 
And robs me of a great and glorious Death. 
Enter Rodoguue with an Officer, he ſpeaks to her entring. 

Offic. Thus Offa to his beauteous Siſter {ends : 

Depend upon a Brother's Love and Care, 

To further all you wiſh, 
Rodo. 'Tis well! be near, [ Exit Officer, 

And wait my farther Order. See! my Heart, 

See there thy deareſt Choice, thy fond Deſire. 

See with how clear a Brow, what cheartul Grace, 

With all his native Sweetneſs undiſturb'd, 

The noble Youth attends his harder Fate. | 

I came to join my friendly Grief with yours, [To Arib. 

To curſe your Tyrant Brother, and deplore 

Your youthful Hopes, thus all untimely blaſted : 

But you, I fee, have learn d to ſcorn your Danger; 

You wear a Face of Triumph, not of Mourning : 


Has Death fo little in it? 


Ari. Oh! tis nothing, 

To Mindsthat weigh itwell: The Vulgar fearit, 
And yet they know not why. Since never any 
Did from that dark and doubtful Land as yet 
Turn back again, to tell us tisa Pain. 

To me it ſeems like a long wiſh'd tor Happineſs, 
Beyond what ev 'n our Expectation paints; _ 
Tis Comfort to the Soul. tis Peace, 'tis Reſt; 
It comes like Slumber to the ſick Man's Eyes. 
Burning ana reſtleſs with a Feaver's Rage, 

All Night he toſſes on his weary Bed; 

He tells the tedious Minutes as they pals, 

And turns, and turns, and ſeeks for Eaſe in vain; 


Think 
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Sinks to hisPillow, and forgets his Pain. 


— 
— — 
: 2 


Think with what Pleaſure he reſigns his Senſcs, | 


To make it worth their keeping. Is there nothing 
Couid make you wiſh to live ? 


| | | EY Ys 32 there is; | 
e There is a Bleſſing I could wiſh to live for, 
0 I | To live, tor Years, for Ages to enjoy it. 

1000 But far, alas! divided from my Arms, | 

1 It leaves the World a Wilderneſs betore me, 

| | 0 With nothing worth deſiring. | 
10% Kodo. Dull and cold! 

N Or cold at leaſt to me, dull, dull Indifference. Aldi. 
. What if ſome pitying Power look down trom Heav'n, | 
" i And kindly viſit your afflicted Fortunes! | 
. j What if it {end ſome unexpected Aid, 


Some generous Heart, and {ome prevailing Hand, 
Willing to fave, and mighty to defend, 

Who from the gloomy Confines of the Grave 
Timely ſhall ſnatch, ſhall bring you back to Lite, 
And raiſe you up to Empire and to Love? 


Then what have I to hope? 
Rodo. Hope every thing, 
Hope all that Merit, ſuch as yours, may claim, 
Such as commands the World, exacts their Homage, 
And makes ev'n all the Good and Brave your Friends. 
Ari. And can you then vouchſafe to flatter Miſery ? 
Teenrich fo fall'n, fo loſt a thing asI am, 
With the ſweet Breath of Praiſe ? So pious Virgins 
Rob the whole Spring to make their Garlands fine, 
Then hang em on a ſenſeleſs Marble Tomb. 
Rodo. A burning Purple fluſhes o'er my Face, 
And Shame forbids my Tongue, or I would ſay, 
That 1 — Oh Aribert! lam thy Friend. 


Vet whereforc ſhould I bluſh to own the Thought; 


—— — 
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i Rodo. Perhaps it may be ſuch a State of Indolence; | 
A But ſure the active Soul ſhould theretore fear it. | 
5 if The Gods have dealt unjuſtly with their Creatures, 
1 It barely they beſtow a wretched Being, 
9 And ſcatter not ſome Pleaſures with the Pain. 


Ari. The wretched have few Friends, at leaſt on T arth: 


Fot 
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For who! who would not be the Friend of Aribert? 
5 Why is this wondrous Goodneſs loſt upon me? 
Why is this Bounty laviſh'd on a Bankrupt, 


| Who has not left another Hour of Life 


To pay the mighty Debt? 
Rodo. Oh! let me yet, 

vet add to it, and ſwell the Sum yet higher; 

Nor doubt but Fate ſhall find the Means to pay it. 

Know then that I have paſs d this live-ong Night, 
| Sleepleſs and anxious with my Cares for thee; 

The Gods have ſure approv d the pious Thought, 
And crown'dit with Succeſs. Since I have gain d 

Alfred, the Chief of mighty IWoden'sPrieſts, 


Io find a certain Way for thy Eicape. 


One of the ſacred Habits is at Hand 
Prepar'd for thy Diſguiſe, the holy Man 
Attends to guide thee to my Brother's Camp: 


| | Whatever Dangerschance, my ſelf will be 


th: 


The Partner and the Guardian ot thy Flight. 

Ari. Now what Return to make Oh let me ſink, 
With all theſe warring Thoughts together in me, 
Bluſhing to Earth, and hide the vaſt Confuſion. | 

Rodo. Ye Gods! he anſwers not, but hangs his Head 

In ſullen Silence; ſee! he turns away, 

And bends his gloomy Viſage to the Earth. 

To what am I betray'd! Oh Shame! Diſhonour ! 

And more than Woman's Weakneſs! He has ſeen me, 

Seen my fond Heart, and ſcorns the eaſie Prize. 

Blaſt me, ye Lightnings, ſtrike meto the Centre, 

Drive, drive me down, down to the Depths beneath; 

Let me not live, nor think let me not think, 
For I have been deſpis d ten thouſand thouſand, 

And yet ten thouſand Curſes Oh my Folly! 

Ari. Thus let me fall, thus lowly to the Earth, | Kneeling. 

In humble Adoration of your Goodneſs; | 

Thus with my lateſt Accents breathe your Name, 
And bleſs you e er I die. Oh Rodogune! 
Fair Royal Maid ! to thee be all thy Wiſhes, 
Content and everlaſting Peace dwell with thee, 


And 


Myſelf ——Oh! yet lieſtil, my beating Heart — [ Aſide. 
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And every Joy be thine. Nor let one Though 
Of this ungrateful, this unhappy Ariber: 
Remain behind, to call a ſudden Sigh, 
Or ſtain thee with a Tear. Behold I go. 
Doom d by Eternal Fate, to my long Reit ; 
Then let my Name too die, fink to Oblivion 
And ſleep in Silence with me in the Grave. 
Rodo. Doſt thou not wiſh to live? 
Ari. I cannot. = 
Rodo. Why? 
Behold I give thee Life. 
Ari. And therefore oh 
Therefore I cannot take it. I dare die. 
But dare not be oblig d. I dare not owe 
What I can never render back. 
Rodo. Confuſion! | 
Is then the Blething, Lite, become a Curſe, 
When ofter'd to thee by my baletul Hand ? 
Ari. Ohno! for you are all that's good and gracious ; 
Nature, that makes your Sex the Joy of ours, 
Made you the Pride of both; ſhe gave you Sweetneſs, 
So mix d with Strength, with Majeſty fo rais'd, 
To make the willing World confeſs your Empire, 
And love, while they obey. Nor ſtay'd ſhe there, 
But to the Body fitted ſo the Mind, 
As each were faſhion'd {ingly to excel, 
As it ſo fair a Form diſdain d to harbour 
A Soul leſs great, and that great Soul could find 
Nothing ſo like the Heav'n trom whence it came, 
As that tair Form to dwell in. | | 
Rodo. Soothing Sounds! | 
Delightful Flattery from him welove; LAlide. 
But what are theſe to my impatient Hopes 


Ari. Vet wherefore ſhould this mighty Maſs of Wealth 


Be vainly piac'd before my wondring Eyes, 
Since I muſtne'erpoſleſsit, fince my Heart, 
Once giv'n, can ne er return, can know no Name 
But Ethelinda, only Ethelinda ? 
Fix d to its Choice, and obſtinately conſtant, 
It liſtens not to any other Call. 
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do rigid Hermits, that for ſake the World, 

Are deaf to Cory, Greatneis. Pumps aud Plcafures, 

Severe in Zcal, and inſolently pious, 

They letattending Princes vainly wait, 

Knock at their Cells, and lure them forth in vain. 
Rodo. How is the form'd? with what ſuperior Grace, 

This Rival of my Love? What envious God, 

In tcorn of Nature's wretched Works below, 

Improv d and made her more than halt Divine? 

How has he taught her Lips to breathe Ambroſia ? 

How dy'd her Bluſhes with the Morning's Red, 

And cioath'd her with the faireſt Beams ot Light, 

To make her line beyond me? | 
Ari. Spare the Theme. | 

Rado. But then her Mind! ye Gods, which of you a. 

Could make that great, and ht to rival mine? 
What more than heavenly Fire informs the Mats ? 
Has ſhe a Soul can Care beyond our Sex. 

Beyond ev'n Man himfelt, can dare like mine? 

Can ſhe reſolve to bear the ſecret Stings 

Of Shame and conſcious Pride, diſtracting Rage, 
And all the deadly Pangs of Love deſpis d? 

Oh no! ſhe cannot, Nature cannot bear it, (Me ping 
It ſinks ev'n me, the Torrent drives me down, 
The native Grratneſs of my Spirit rails, 

Thus melts, and thus runs guſhing thro' my Eyes, 
The Floods of Sorrow drown my dying Voice, 
And I can only call thee—— Cruel Aribert! 

Ari. Oh thou, juſtHeav'n, if mortal Man may dar: 

To look into thy great Decrees, thy Fate, 

Were it not "ih, had never been, | 
Than thus to bring Atfliction and Misfortune, 
Thus cur ſe what thou hadft made fo good and fair? 

Rodo. But ſee! the King and cruel Prieſts appear, | 
Nor can | fave thee now. Thou haſt thy Wiſh; {T9 Ai. 
But what remains tor me? My Heart beats faſt, 3 
And ſwells, impatient at the Tyrant's Sight, 

My Blood, e'erwhileat Ebb, now flows again, 
And with new Rage l burn. Since Love is loſt. 
Come thou Revenge, ſucceed thou to my Boivin, 
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And reign inall my Soul. Yes, I will find her, 
This fatal ſhe, for whom 1 am deſpis'd. 
Look that ſhe be your Maſter-Piece, ye Gods; 


I et each celeſtial Hand ſome Grace impart, 
To this rare Pattern of your forming Art; 


Such may ſhe be, my jealous Rage to move, 
Such as you never made: till now, to prove 
A Victim worthy my offended Love. 


Attendants. 

King. Haſt thou bethought thee yet, perfidious Boy ! 
Wo't thou yet render back thy Theft? Conſider, 
The Precipice is juſt beneath thy Feet. 

"Tis but a Moment, and ] puſh thee 077, 
Toplunge tor ever in eternal Darkne!s. 
Somewhatlike Nature has been bulic here, 
And made a Struggle for thee in my Soul; 
Reſtore my Love, and be again my Brother. 

Avi. Rage, and the Violence of lawleſs Paſſion, 
Have blinded your clear Reaſon; wheretore elſe 
This trantick wild Demand? What! ſhouldI yield, 
ive up my Love, my Wife, my Eshelinda, 


To an inceſtuous Brother's dire Embrace? 


Oh Horror But, to bar the impious Thought. 


Know! Heav'n and brave Ambroſius are her Guard 


Eer this, her Flight has reach'd the Britons Camp, 
And found her ſafety there. . 
King. Fled to the Britons! 
On molt accuried Traitor! Let her fly, 
Far as the early Day-ſpring in the Eaſt, 
Or to the utmoſt Ocean, where the Sun 
Deſcends to other Skies and Worlds unknoven; 
E en thither ſha!l my Love take Wing and tollow; 
To ſeize the flying Fair. The Britons. Gods! 
Shall they with-hold her. Firſt, my Arms ſhall ſhake 
Their l{land to the Centre. But tor thee, 
Think'it thou to ae me with that Fantom, Ince? 
dach empty Names may fright thy Coward Soul, 


Exit RoJogune, | Fer 
nter at the other Door the King, Prieſts, Guards, and othe: 


But 


Bur 
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Tzive him to th y Charge. 
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but know that mine diſdains em. Bind h:m ſtrat, 
To the Prieſts. 


| I wo'not iole another Thought about thee. | To Aribert. 


Begin the R res, and dye the hallow d Steel 

Deep in his Ch: iftian B. od. The Gods demand him. 
Art. Wh then, no more. But it we meet again, 

As, when the Day or great Account ſhailcome, 


Perhaps we may, may Þ thou find Mercy there, 
More than thou ſhew'lt thy Brother here. Fatewel. 
King. Farewel. To Death with him,and end the Dreamer. 
(The Priefts bin Aribert, aud lead him to the Altar. 
Hhile the ſolemmu Masicfe is playing, 
Enter Scotrid. 
deo. Haſte, and break off your unauſpicious Rites; 
The inſtait Danger jummon you away; 
Deſtruction thre:tens in out trighted Streets, 
And the Gods call to Arm. 
King. What means the Fear 
That trembles in thy pale, thy haggard Viſage? 
Speak out, andeatc th's Labour of thy Soul. 
Seof Oh fly, my Lord; the Torrent grows upon ue, 
And wiileI ſpeak we're loſt. Fierce Offa comes; 
From ev'ry Part his crowding Enſigns enter, 
And this way waving bend. With idle Arms 
Your Soldier careleſs ftinds, ard bids em pats; 
Some join, but all refuſe to arm againſt em; 
They call em Friends, Companions, and their Countrymen. 
Acholen Band, led by the haughty Princeſs, | 
Imperious Rodogune, move twiftly hither 
To intercept your Paſſage to the Palace. 
That only Strength is leit, then fly to reach it. 
Ring. Curſt Chance! But haſte, diſpatch that Traitor ſtrait; 
They ſha not bar my Ve» 7cance, 5 | 
deof. Sacred Sir, 
Think only on your Safety. For the Prince, 
Your Crown, but more your Love, a thouſand R:aſons, 
All urge you to defer his Fate; Time preſſes, 
Or ] could {peak em plain. 
King. Then hear me, Prieſt, 
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52 
Seof They come, my Lord. 
King. Look to him well ; for, 
Thy Life ſhall pay for this, it he 
Firſt kill him, plunge thy Poinard in his Boſom, 
And ſee thy King reveng'd. | 


[Exit King, S 
Prieſt. Bechear'd, my Lord, 
Nor keep one Doubt of me; I am your Slave, 
The King is fled, and with him all your Dangers. 
Fate has reſerv d you for ſome glorious Purpoſe, 
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by yon dreadful A 
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ape 


[ Shout; 


Itars, 


cofrid, Guards and Atcendant: 


And ſee, your Guardian Goddeſs comes to ſave you, 


To break your Bonds, and make you ever happy. 


Euter Rodogune, Soldiers, and other Attendants, 


Rodo. Well have our Arms 
Ungratefulas heis, by me he 
Do l not come with tooofficious Haſte, 
Once more to preſs the Burthen, Lite upon you? 
To offer, with an Ideot's Importunity, 

The nauſeous Benefit you ſcorn'd before? 


es. 


revail'd : Behold, he lives, | 
{To Aribert, | 


Ari. It I refus'd the Bleſſing from your Hands, 


Think it not rudely done with ſullen Pride; 
Since Life and you are two of Heav'n's beſt Gifts, 


Let both ſhould be receiv'd, both kept with Honour, 


Rodo. However live —yes, I will bid thee live, 
No matter, what enſues. Fly far away, 


Forget me, blot my Name trom thy Remembrace, 
And think thou ow'ſt me nothing What! in Bonds! 


Well was the Task reſerv'd for me. But thus 
I break thy Chain Would I could break my own. Adi. 


Enter an Officer. 


Officer. A Party of our Horſe, that late went forth 


To mark the Order of the Br:cons Camp, 

Met in their courſe ſome Servants of the King; 

For ſo they call'd themſelves. Ours judg d em Traitor 

And would have ſeiz d, as flyi | 

After a ſharp Reſiſtance ſome eſcap'd, 

The reſt, for ſo your Princel 

Without attend your Order, 
Rodo. Let'em enter 

A Woman! — 


ng to the Foe. 


y Brother vxills, 


* 
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Enter Ethelinda, and two Attendants, guarded. 
a | Ethel. Is there then an End of Sorrows! | 
| Running to Aribert. 
| Has then that cruel Chance that long purſu'd me, 
That vext me with her various Malice long, 
Been kind at laſt, and bleſt me to my Wiſh, 
( odg'd me once more within thy faithful Arms! 
Ari. Oh my foreboding Heart! Oh fatal Meeting! 
Ei hel. Why drops mv Love, my Lord, my Aribert! 3 — 
hy doſt thou ſigh and preſs me? and oh! wherefore, y 
' Wherefore theſe Tears that ſtain thy manly Viſage ? | | 
They told me Heav n had ſtrove for thy Deliverance, 
Has rais'd thee up jome kind, ſome great Preſerver, 
To ſave thee trom thy crue! Brother's Hand. 
; Why therefore do ſt thou mourn, when thou art bleſk ? 
| | Or does ſome new Affliction wound thee? ſay: 
| Perhaps lamthe Cauſe, 
Rod». By all the Tortures, 
The Pangs that rend my groaning Breaſt, 'tis ſhe, 
My curſt, my happy Rival. See the Syren, 
_ | Sechow with eager Eyes he drinks her Charms, 
Mark how he liſtens to her ſweet Allurements; 
She winds her ſelt about his eaſie Heart, 
And melts him with her ſoft enchanting Tongue. 
| Ethel. Wo't thou not anſwer yet? 
Ari. Oh Ethelinda! 
Why art thou here? Is this the Britons Camp? 
Is Lucius here? Haſt thou a Brother here, 
To guard thy helpleſs Innocence from Wrong ? 
"I Ethel. Havel not rhee ? | 
Ari. Me!-— whatcanlTdofor thee? 
| For we are wretched both. © 
Rode, Il doubt no more. | 
| My jealous Heart confeſſes her its Foe, 
And beats and riſes, eager to oppoſe her; 
Nor ſpall ſne Triumph oer me. No, ye Gods! 
It Lam doom d by you to be a Wreteh, 
She too ſhall ſuffer with me. Prince, you ſeem {To Arib. 
Io knov thisPris'ner, whom the Saxon Chicts 
Fccule of flying to our Foes, the Britons, | 
E D 3 $love 
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However, Iwill think more noblyof you, 
Than to believe you conicious of the Treaten: 
Nor can you grieve, 1 juſtice dooms her to 
That Fate it;c has de ſer d. bear her to Death. 
| Io the Guard;, 

Echel. Alas! to Death V hat mean you? lay, by what 
Unknown, unwilling Crime have I oftended ? 
To You, fair Princets, lincer: g you that judge me, 

no now this Moment to my Ey es i it Known, 
To you I bend, to you I Will appeal, | Kneeling, 
And earn my Crime om you. 

Ari. Learn it from me; 
I am thy Crime, 'tis Aribert deſtroys thee. 

Ethel. It thou art my Offence I've finn d indeed, 
Ev'n toa vaſt and numberleis Account; 
For tram the Time when I beheld thee firſt, {To Aribert. 
My Soul has not one Moment been without thee; 
fenden haſt been my Wiſh, my conſtant Thought, 
Like Light, the daily Biefſing of my Eyes, 
And thedcar Dream of all my l ecleſt Siumbers. 

Reco. Oh the diitractiung J Thought! 


Ethel, Nor will you thi nk it To Rocogune, 


A Crimeto lc ve, fort that 1. Ove is true. 
In your fair Eyes reac your native Goodnels, 
Fap'iy tomenobic Youth ſhail in your Breaſt 
Kindle the pure, the gentle Flame, and prove 
As dvar to you, as Aribert to 1") 
Would it be juſt that you RN ga de fox loving? 
Think Hut on that, and I ſhall find your Pity; 
For Pity ſure ana Mercy dwellwith Love. 

Redo. Be dumb for ever, let the Hand of Deata 
Cloſe thy bew!: cching Eyes, and ſea thy Lips, 
Th at th Gi mayi! 04 'k and talk r more Deluſon. 
For oh! thy ev'ry Glance, each Sound ſhoots thro' me; 
And kills my very Heart. Hence, bear her hence. 
My Peace is loſt tor ever but ſhe dies. 

Ari Oh hold! for 

Rodo. Wherefore do ſt thou catch my Garment? 
Thou that haſt ſet me on the Rack; com t thou 
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To double all my Pains, and with new Terrors, 

Dreadful, to ſhake my agonizing Soul? 

Ai. What ſhall I ſay to movethee? 

Rodo. Talk for ever, | 

Winds ſhall be ſtill, and Seas forget to roar, 

The Din of babling Crowds, and peopled Cities, 

All ſhall be huſh'd as Death, while thou art ſpeaking, 
For there is Muſick in thy Voice. 

Ai. Then hear me; . 

With gentleſt Patience, with Compaſſion hear me, 

Thus while tall before thee, graſp thee thus, 

Thus, witha bleeding Heart, and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Implore thee for my Ethelinda's Life. 

Rodo. Tho thou wert cearer to my doating Eyes 
Than all they knew beſides, tho' I could hear thee 
While Ages paſt away; yet, by the Gods, 

If ſuch there are, who rule o'er Love and ſealouſie, 
And ſwell our heaving Breaſts with mortal Paſſions, 
I iwear ſhe dies, my hated Rival dies. 

Ari. Then I have only one Requeſt to make, 

Which ſha'not be deny'd; to ſhare one Fate, 
And die with her l love. 
Rodo. Ungratetul Wretch! 
YetI would make thy Life my Care 
Ari. No more: 
Novy I ſcorn Life indeed. Tho you had Beauty, 
More than the great Creator's bounteous Hand 
 Beftow'd on all his various Works together, 
Tho' all Ambition asks, the kindly Purple, 
Glory, and Wealth, and Pow'r, were yours to give, 
Tho length ot Days, and Health were in your Hand, 
And all were to be mine, yet I would chuſe 
Io turn the Gitt with Indignation back, 
And rather fold my Ethelinda thus, 
And ſleep for ever with her in the Grave. 

Rodo. Then take thy Wiſh, and let both die together. 
Les, I will tear thee out from my Remembrance, 
And be at Faſe for ever. | | | 
Ethel. Oh my Love! Toa 
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What can I pay thee back for all this Truth 
What? but, like thee, to triumph in my Fate. 
And think it more than Life to die with thee, 
Haſtethen, ye Virgins, break the tender Turf, 
And let your chaſter Hands prepare the Bed, 


Where my dear Lord and | mult reit together | 


Then let the Mirtle and the Roſe be ſtrow d, 
For 'tis my ſecond better Bridal Day. 
On my cold Boſom let his Head be laid, 


And look that nonediſturb us; 


Till the laſt Trumpet's Sound break our long S.cep, 
And call us up to everlaſting Bliis. | 
Rodo. Hence with em, take em, drive em from my 
Sight, | 
The fatal Pair. {Exernt Aribert an Ethelinda guarded, 


That Look ſhall be my laſt, 


I fee! my Soulimpatient of its Bondage, 
Diſdaining this unworthy, ide Paſſion, 

And ſtruggling to be free. Now, now it ſhoots, 
It tow'rs upon the Wing to Crowns and Empire; 
While Love and Aribert, thole meaner Names, 
Are left far, far behind, and loſt tor ever. 

So if by chance the Eagle's noble Off- ſpring. 
Ta'en in the Neſt, becomes {ome Peatant's Prize, 


Compell da while he bears his Cage and Chains, 


And like a Pris'ner with the Clown remains ; 


But when his Plumes ſhoot forth, and Pinion: iweil, 


He quits the Ruſtick; and his homely Cc. 
Breaks from his Bonds, and in the Face of Day, 
Full in the Sun's bright Beams he ſoars away 
Delights thro' Heav'n's wide pathleſs Ways to go, 
Phys with Jove's Shafts, and graſps his dreadtul Bow, 
Dwells with immortal Gods, and ſcorns the World be- 
love | 
ka eunt Rodogune and Attendnns., 
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eV. 
SCENE, The PALACE, 


Euter the King and Scotrid. 


King. O! I will follow the fond Chace no more; 
No more purſue the flying Fantom, Glory} 
But lay me down, and reſt in ſullen Peace; 
Secure ot all Events to come, and careleſfs 
It the Gods guide the World by Fate, or Fortune. 
Let em take back the worthlets Crown they gave, 
Since they refuſe their better Neſſings to me. 
Seof. It no! to Glory, yet awake to Love: 
And tho'regataleſs ot your Royal Stare, 
Yet live for Et helinda, live to ſave her, 
Doomꝭd by the cruel Rodogum? to die. 
Helplets aud deſolate methinłs ſhe ſtands, 
And calls you to her Aid. 
Ring. What! doom d to die! 
hall thoſe dear glowing Beauties then grow cold, 
Pale, (iff, and cold? nor ſhall 1 fold her once? 
Shall ſhe not pant beneath my ſtrong Embrace, 
*well to D-tire, and meet my furious Joy? 
Shall ſhe not breathe, and look, and ſigh, and murmur, 
am loſt tor ever, funk in Extaſies, | 
a bury'd in ten thouſand thouſand Sweets? 
nat! ſhe die? No, by the God of Arms, 
No = will once more rouſe me to the War, 
And lnatch her from her Fate. 
Seaf. Then hear the Means 
By which the Gods preſerve your Crown and Love. 
O wald, of | our Sau on Chiets the firſt, 
And neareſt to your Brother's Heart, had drawn 
The choſen Strength of allthe Britiſh Youth, 
Under the leading of the gallant Lucius, 
To fav: the Prince from your impending Wrath. 
By ſecret Marches they are near advanc' d, 
£2] ment tt Might to make their bold Attempt, 
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King. How favours this my Purpoſe ? 

Seoj. Thus, my Lord. | 
I have prevail'd their Force ſhall join with all 
Thoſe taithful Saxons who are ſtill your Subject:. 
Your Foes, fierce Offa and his haughty Sifter, 
Secure and inſolent with new Succeſs, 
Deſpiſe your Numbers, and inferior Strength, 
And may this Night with caſe become your Prey, 


Oſwalllattends without to learn your P.eaſure, 


And bear it to the valiant Britiſh Chiefs. 


King. The Britons! Gods !——the Nat ion which I hate, | 


That O/wald tool The Traitor ſtill has been 
Avow'd the Slave of Aribert, his Creature, 
His Boſom, tawning Paraſite No matter; 
They ſerve the preſent Pur poſe of my Hearr, 
And I will uſe em now. Taught by thy Arts, 
Iwill look kindly on the Wretch | loath, 
And {mile on him I deſtine to Deſtruction. 
Bid him approach. 
Exit Seofrid, and Re- enter with Oſwald, 
Seof. The Valiant Oſwald, Sir. 
Ring. Your Friend has ſpoke at large your bold Deſign, 
Worthy your Courage, and your Princely Friend. | 
And howſoe'er the medling Hand of Chance 


Has fown the unlucky Seeds of Strife between us, 


Yet I have ſtill a Brother's Part in Aribert. 

Nor ſhall my Hand be flow to lead you on, 

Till we have driven theſe haughty Inmates forth, 

And independent fix'd that Sov'reign Right, 

Which our brave Fathers fought to gain in Brita, 
Oſw. With honourable Purpoſe are we come, 

With triendly Greeting trom the Britons King, 

And the fair Offer of an equal Peace. | 

This only he demands; ſend back the Troops 

Which late arriv'd with O, now your Fog 

As well as his; and ſet your Princely Brother, 

With the Fair E:helinda, fate and tree. 

Theſe juſt Conditions once confirm'd to 7:27:45, 

Ambroſius is the Friend of Royal Hengi/7. 

The Britens then ſhall join their Arms with yours, 
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To drive out theſe unhoſpitable Gueſts, 
And leave you peaceful Lord of truittul Kent, 
The firſt Poſſcilion of your warlike Father. 
King. In friendly Part, take we his profler d Love. 
Bear this our Signet to the gallant Lucius, 
Giving Hi: Ring to O I- d. 
Our Bond and P.edge of Peace, which in tuil Form 
We will confirm, ſoon as the preſent Danger 
Is well remov'd, and better time allows. 
Haſte thou to join our valiant Friends, the Britons; 
My faithful Seofrid ſhall ſoon attend you, 
With full Inſtructions tor your priv ate March, 
And means of Entrance here; with the whole Order 
In which we mean t'attack the commion Foe. 
Ow. I go, my Lord, and may the Gods betrien us. [Ex. 
[The xing loo g after Oſwald, then turns and walks rwa 
or three times haflily croſs the Stage. 
Seof. Ha! whence this ſudden Start! Aſſcde.] That 
wrathful F rown, 
Your Eyes herceglancing, and your changing Vilage, 
Now pale as Death, novy 7 purpled o'er with Flame, 
Give me to know your Pailionsare at odds, 
And your whole Soul is up in Arms within. 
King, Oh thou haſt read aright, haſt ſcen me well; 
To thee l haye thrown off that Mask I wore ; 
And nov? the ſecret wor Kings of my Brain, 
Stand all reveal'd to thee, I tell thee, Seofrid, 
There never wasa Medley of iuchthiaking, 
Ambition, Hatred, Miichiet and Revenge, 
Gather like Clouds on Clouds; and then a anon, 


Love, likea golden Beam of Light, ſhoots thro”, 


Smiles on the Gloom, and my Heart bounds with pleaſure, 
But tis ng time for Talk. To Si. vald fly, 
My Soldier and my Servant, oltentry'd; 
Pid him dra: V out a hundred cheſen Horte, 
And hold em ready by the Night's firſt Fall, 
Let em be all of Courage, WAlgpprov d; 
Such as dare follow whereſoc'er I icad, 
*. liere- e er this Night, or Fate, or Love ſhail bear me. 
Seo. I haften to obey you, But alas! 


Might 
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King. I read thy Care for me in all thoſe Fears; 
But be not wiſe too much. Ott thou haſt told me 
Love is a baſe, unmanly, whining Paſſion. 
This Night I mean to prove it, and for ſake it. 
I was, tis true, the Slave ot this ſoft Folly, 
And waited at an awtul, abject Diſtance, 
Reſtrain'd by idle Rules, whichſcornful Beauty 
And ſullen Honour dictate; but no more, 

No! by our Gods, I'll ſuffer it no more, 

Seof. Where will this Fury drive you? 

King. To my Heay'n, | 
To Ethelinda's Arm. This very Evening, 
While the deluded Britons urge our Foes, 

And wreak my Vengeance on the Saxon Offa, 
Amidſt the firſt Diſorder of the Fray, 

Till not be heard to ſeize the weeping Fair; 
And, while the fighting Fools contend in vain, 
Withall the Wings the God of Love canlend, 
To bear her far away. | 
Seof. Ha !-— whither mean you 

To bend this raſh (I tear) this tatal Flight? 

Ki, g. Near wherethe Medwayrolis her gentle Waves, 
To meet the Thames in his Imperial Stream. | 
Thou know'ſt I havea Caſtle of ſuch Strength, 

As well may ſcorn the Menaceot a Seige. 

Thither I mean to bear my lovely Prize, 

And, in Deſpight ot all the envious World, 

Thereriot in her Arms. But break we oft. 

Haſte to perform my Orders, and then follow, | 

And ſhareinall the Fortunes of thy King. [Exit Xing, 
Manet Seofrid. | 

Seof. Fools that we are! to vex the lab'ring Brain, 
And waſte decaying Nature thus with Thought; 
To keep the weary Spirits waking ſtill; 

To goad and drive em in eternal Rounds 

Of reſtleſs wracking Care; tis all in vain. 

Blind Goddeſs Chance! henceforth I follow thee. 
The Politicians of the World may talk, 

May makea mighty Buſtle with their Foreſight, 1 
Their 
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Their Schemes and Arts; their Wiſdom is thy Slave. 
5 Exit Seofrid., 


SCENE changes to the Temple. 
Enter Aribert and Ethelinda. 


Ethel. When this, the laſt of all eur Days of Sorrow, 
Flies fait, and haſtens to fulfil its Courle; 
When the bleſt Hour of Death at length is near, 
y doit thou mourn? when that good time is come, 
When we ſhall weep no more, but live for ever : 
In that dear Place, where no Mistortunes come; 
Where Age, and Want, and Sickneſs are not known, 
And where this wicked World ſhall ceaſe trom troubling: 
V hen thick deſcending Angels croud the Air, 
And wait with Crownsot Glory to reward us; 
Why art thou fad, my Love, my Lord, my Aribert? 
Ari. It comes, indeed, the cruel Moment comes, 
That muſt divide our faithful Loves for ever. 
A few ſhort Minutes more, and both ſhall periſh, 
Sink tothe Place where allthings are forgotten. 
Our Youth and fair Aﬀections ſhall be barren ; 
Shall know ys which other Lovers know. 
Shall leave no Name behind us, no Poſterity, 
Only the fad Remembrance of our Woes, 
Todraw a Tear from each who reads our Story, 
And doſt thou ask me wherefore I am ſad? 
Ethel. Tis hard indeed, tis very hard to part. 
Tho' my Heart grieves to want its Heav'n ſo long, 
Pants for its Bliis, and ſickens with Delay; 
Vet I could be content tolive for thee. 
Yes, Iwill own thy Image ſtands before me, 
And intercepts my Journey to the Stars, 
Calls back the fervent Breathingsot my Soul 
To Earth and thee; with longing Looks I turn, 
Forget my Flight, and linger here below. | 
Ari. Is it decreed, by Heav'ns Eternal Will, 
That none ſhall paſs the golden Gates above; 
nt thoſe who ſorrow here? Muſt we be wretched ? : 
Mui 
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Muſt we be drown'd in many Floods of Tears, ; 


To waſh our deep, our inborn Stans away, 
Or never ſc the Saints, and taſte their Joys? 

Ethel, Tic great oer - ruling Avthor of our Beings, 
Deals with his Creature Min in various Ways, 


Gracious and zoo in all; ſome feel the Rod, 

And own, {ike us, the Father's chaſt'ning Hand. 

Sev'n time es, like Cod. tue pats the purging E. ame, 
And are at laſt retin'd ; while gentiy ſome 

Tread all the Parhs of Lite viichout a Rub, 

With "roi Hcatth, with Friends and Plenty bleſs d, 
Their Years rou! round in Innocene de and Eale. 
Houry at length, and in a good ol 1 4 Age, 


They go dec. ming to the Grave in Peace, 


And change their p. eatures here tos Joys above. 
Ari. To have ſo m any B. eli 75 heap'd upon me, 
Tranſcends my Wiſh. Lask d but only thee. 


Give me, I laid, but Life and Erhelinda; 


Let us but run the common Courte together, 
Grow kind:y old in one another's Arms, 

And take us to thy Mercy then, good Heav'n. 
But Heav'n thought that too much. 

Ethel. If our dear Hopes, 

If what vre value moſt on Earth, Our Loves. 
Are blaſted thus by Death's untimely Hand; 

If nothing good remains for us be.ow, 

So much the rather et us turn our Thoughts, 
To ſeek beyond the Stars our better Portion 
That wond'rous Bliſs which Heav'n reſerves in ore, 
Well to reward us for our Loſſes here; 

That Bliſs which Heav'n, and only Heav'n can give, 
Which ſhall be more to thee than Et helinda, 

And more to me— Oh vaſt Exceſs of Happinets' 
Where ſhall my Soul make room for more than Aribert 

Enter Rodogune and Attendants. 
Rodo. If, while ſne lives, ſtill Iam doom'd to ſuffers 
Why am I cruel to my ſelf? No more 
Tis foo 1h Pit How ſecure ot Conqueſt 

The ſolt Eachantreſs looks! but be at Peace; 
Bert not my Heart, for he ſhall fall thy Victim. 
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Appear, ve Prieſts, ye dreadful holy Men; 

Ye Miniitcrs of the Gods Wrath and mine, 
Appear and {eizeyour Sacrifice, this Chriſtian, 
Bear her to Death, an let her Blood atone 

For all the Milchiets ot her Eyes and Tongue 


The SCENE draws, and diſcovers the inner Tart of the 
Temple. A Fire is prepar d on one of the Aitars, near it 


are lac d a Rack, Knives, Axes, and other Incrument so,. 


Zorture; ſeveral Prieſts attending as for a Sacrifice. 


Ari. Seewhere Death comes, array'd in all its Terrors; 
The Rack, conſuming Flames, and wounding Steel. 
Your cruei Triumph had not been complcat, | 
Without this Pomp of Horror. Come, begin 
Tear of! my Robes, and bind me to the Rack, 

Stretch out my corded Sinews till they burſt, 
And let your Knives drink deep the flowing Bloec. 
You ſhall behold how a Prince ought to die, 
And what a Chriſtian dares to ſuffer. | 
| The Guard: ſeize Aribert and Fhelind. 
- Offic. Hold. 
The Prince's Fate is yet deferr'd : The Woman 
Is firſt ordain d to ſuffer. —— E'er ſhe fall 
A Victim to our Gods, ſhe muſt kneel to em. 
Or prove the Torture, 
Ethel. I diſdain choſe Gods. 
Offc. Bind her ſtrait, and bear her to the Rack. 
Ari. M hat her . Oh mercileſs! !? 
Ethel. Oh, ſtay me not, my Love! with Joy I £0; 
To prove the bitter Pains of Death before thee, 
And lead thee on in the triumphant Way. 
Ari. And can my Eyes endure it! to behold 
Thy tender Body torn? theſe dear, ſoft Arms, 
That oft have wreath'd their ſnowy Folds about me, 
Diſtorted, bent, and broke with rending Pain? 
Oh Rodogrme!. read, read in my full Eyes, 
More than my Tongue can ſpeak, and ſpare my Love. 
Rado. And couldſt thou find no other Name but that? 
Thy Love! — Oh fatal, curſt, diſtracting Sound! 
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No, I will ſteel my Heart agaiuſt thy Pray'r, 
And whiſper to my felt with ſullen Pleaſurc. 
The Gods are juſt at length, and thou ſhalt tee! 
Pains, ſuch as l had known. 
Ari. Let me but die, 
Cut off this hated Object from your Sight— 
Ro. lo. Nor that for know that l can too den, 
And make thee mourn my Coldnets and Diſdain. 
No more! Ill hear no more. 
Ari. They bind her! ſec! 
See with rude Cords they ſtrain her tender Limb, 
Till the red Drops {tart from their ſwelling Channels, 
And with freſh Crimſon paint her dying Palenefſss. 
Oh all ye Hoſt of Heav'n! ye Saints and Angels! 
Ethel. Oh ſtay thy Tears, and mourn no more for me, 
Nor fear the Weakneſs of my Woman's Soul, 
For I am arm d, and equal to the Tombar. 
In vain they laviſh all their crue Arts, 
And bind this feeble Body here in vain; 
The free, impaſſive Soul mounts on the Wing, 
Beyond the reach of Racks, and tort'cing Flames, 
And ſcorns their Tyranny—— Oh follow thou! ; 
Be conſtant to the laſt, be fix d, my Aribert. 
*Tis but a ſhort, ſhort Paſſage to the Stars. 
Oh follow thou! Nor let me want thee long, Ws 
And ſearch the bliſstul Regions round in vain. 
| Enter an Officer. 8 | 
Offic. Arm, Royal Maid, and take to your Defence. | 
The King with ſudden Fury fallies forth, 
And drives our utmoſt Guards with foul Contuſion. | , 
Rodo. The King! What Frenzy brings the Madman on 
Thus head!ong to his Fate? But let him come, : 
His Dcath ſhall ful my Triumph Wealth and Honours, | #4 
The nobleſt, beſt Reward, ſhail wait the Man, 1 
Wholc lucky Sword ſhall take his hated Head. | 
Enter a ſecond "Officer, his Sword drawn. 1 
Second Offic. Heng iſt is here; he bears downallbefore him; 0 
The Britons too have join d their Arms to his, þ þ 
And this way bend their Force, 1 
5 Kodo, 
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Rodo, Fly to my Brother, | To Her Attendants. 
And call him to our Aid. 
[ Shout within, and lcla hing of Swar.'s, 
King wit hin.] Slave, give me way, | 
Or Iwill tear thy Soul. 
Sol. wiziin.] You paſs not here. 


Seof. wir in.] What, know'ſt thou not the King: 


oh cur led Villain! 


Enter the King wounded, Scofrid, Oſwald and Soldiers, with 


their Swords drawn. Oſwald runs to Aribert. 

Seof. Perdition on his Hand you bleed, my Lord! 
King. My Blood flows faſt—— What, can I languiſa 
now! | | 

So near my Wiſh—— Lend me thy Arm, old Seofrid 

To bear me to her Ha! bound to the Rack 

Mercileſs Dogs ye moſt pernicious Slaves! 

And ſtand ye {tupid, haggard and amaz d 


Fly ſwift as Thought, and ſet her free this Moment. | 


Or by my injur'd Love, a Name more ſacred | 
Than all your Function knows, your Gods and you, 
Your Temples, Altars, and your painted Shrines, 
Your holy Trumpery ſhall blaze together. 


[ They unbind Ethelinda. 


Rodo. *Tis vain to rave and curſe my Fortune now, 


Thou native Greatneſs of my Soul befriend me, 


And help me now to bear it as I ought. 
King. The feeble Lamp of Lite ſhall lend its Blaze, 


To light me thus far — only and no farther. 


Falling at Ethelinda's Feet. 
Vet I look up, and gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 
As if I hop to gather Heat from thence, 


f Such as might feed the vital Flame for ever. 


Ethel. Alas! you faint! your haſty breath comes ſhort, 
And the read Stream runs guſhing from your Breaſt. 
Call back your Thoughts trom each deluding Paſſion, 
And wing your parting Soul for her laſt Flight; 


Call back your Thoughts to all your former Days, 
To ev'ry unrepented Act of Evil; 

And ſadly deprecate the Wrath Divine. 
| | E. Kivp, 
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King. Oh! my fair Teacher, you adviſe in vain. 
The Gods and I havedone with one another. 
This Night I meant tofival them in Happineſs. 
Spizht ot my Brother, and thy cruel Coldnets, 
Ibis Night I meant thave paſt within thy Arms. 

Ethel. Oh! Horror! 

King. But 'tis gone: Thoſeenvious Gods 
Have done their worit and blaited ail my Hopes 
They haveceipoil'd me of my Crown and Lite, 
By a Slave's Hand but I forgive em that. 
Thee they have robb'd me of my Joys in thee... 
Il we trod medownto wither in the Grave. 

Seof. My Maiter, and my King! 

Ring. Old Man, no more: | 
I have not eiſure for thy Grict— Farewel_— 
Thou, Arwert— ſhalr live, and wear my Crown 
Take it, and be as curſt with it as I was, | 
But Ethelinda, ſhe too fhall be thine : | 
That that's too much. This World has nothing in ic 
So good to give the next may have I know not 

[ The King dies. 

Ari, There fled the fierce, untam'd, diſdainful Soul. 
Turn thee trom Death, and riſe, my gentle Love; 
A Day of Comfort ſeems to dawn upon us, 
And Heav'n at length is gracious to our Wiſſes. 

Ehel. So numberleſs have been my daily Fears, 
And ſuch the Terrors of my fleeplets Nights, 
Thar ſtill, methinks, 1 doubt to uncertain Happineſs: 
Tho' at the Muſick of thy Voice, I own, | 
My Soul ts huſht, it ſinks into a Calm, 
And takes lure Omen of its Peace from thee. 

Oſw. To end your Doubts your Brother the brave Lucius, 

| | To Ethelinda; 
Wiitſcon he here: Ev'nnow he ſends me Word, 
Fierce Ohr and his Saxons fly before him; | 
The conqu'ring BYi:ops tence you round from Danger, 
And Peace and Safety wilt upon, your Loves. : 

Ari. Nor you, fair Princets, trown upon our H:prineks, 
Still ſhall my gratetu] Heartretain your Gooorel:, 
And fili be mindfulof the Lite you g+ veg, 
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Nor muſt you think your ſelf a Pris ner here: 

Vhene'er you ſhall appoint, a Guard attends, 

To wait you to your Brother's Camp with Honour, 
Rodo. Ves I will go; fly, far as Earth can bear me, 
From thee, and from the Face of Man for ever. 

Curſt be your Sex, the Cauſe of all our Sorrows; 

Curſt be your Looks, your Tongues, and your falſe Art 
That cheat our Eyes and wound our ealic Hearts; 
Curſt may you be for all the Pains you give, 

And for the ſcanty Pleaſures we receive; 

Curſt be your brutal Pow'r, your tyrant Sway, 

By which you bend, and force us toobey, 

Oh Nature! partial Goddeſs, let thy Hand 

Be juſt for once, and equal the Com mand; 

Let Woman once be Miſtreſs in her turn, N 


5. 


Subdue Mank ind beneath her haughty Scorn, 
And ſmile to ſee the proud Oppreſlor mourn. | 
Exit Rodogune, 
Oſw. The Winds ſhall ſcatter all thoſe 'd.c Curies 
Far, far away from you, while every Eleſſin 
Attends, tocrown you, from your happy Nuptials, 
From Royal Aribert, of Saxon Race, 
Join'd to the faireſt of the Briri/h Dames, 
Methinks 1 read the Peoples tuture Happineſs ; 
And Britain takes its Pledge of Peace from you. 
Ethel. Nor are thoſe pious Hopes of Peace in vain; 
Since I have often heard a holy Sage, 
A venerable, old, and Saint-like Hermit, 
Wirth Viſions often bleſt, and oft in Thought 
Rapt to the higheſt, brighgeſt Scats above. 
bus, with Divine, Pronzetick Knowledge fill'd, 
Diſcloſe the Wonders of Me Times tocome. 
Of Royal Race a Brit iſh Quecnfhaiirile, 
Great, Gracious, P.ous, Fertunate and Wiſe 
To diſtant Lands ſhe f1.4il extend her Fame, 
And leave to latter Timesa mighty Name: 
Ty rents ff lia! and fairkels Kings ſhall bleed, 
Aud gr ning Nations by her Arms be trecd. 


But chief this happy Land her Care ſhall prove, 


And find from her a more thau Mother's Loc. 
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From Hoſtile R age ſhe ſhall preſerve it free, 
Safe in the Compals of her ambient Sea: | 
Tho fam'd her Arms in many a cruel Fight, ; 


Yet moſt in peaceful Arts ſhe ſhall delight, 
And her chief Glory ſhall be to UntTE. 

Pits, Saxons, Angles, ſhall no more be known. 
But Briton be the noble Name alone. 

With Joy their antient Hate they ſhall forego, 
While Diſcord hides her baleful Head below : 
Mercy, and Truth, and Right ſhe ſhall maintain, 
Andev'ry Virtue croud to grace her Reign: 
Auſpicious Heav'n on all her Days ſhall ſmile, 
And with Eternal Union bleſs her Britiſh Iſle. 


I Exeunt. 


* 1 N 1 5. 


